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The flagrant exploitation by northern corporations of the abun- 
dance of land, minerals, and human resources in the South is a 
continuation of the Civil War, according to journalist Fred Pow- 
ledge. In “The South Will Fall Again" (page 72), he reports that 
Sherman's march through Georgia 100 years ago was hardly more 
devastating than the present pillaging of the South by business 
and industry. Northerners are systematically stripping, polluting 
and overdeveloping the land and virtually enslaving local workers 
al sweatshop wages. Moreover, Powledge writes, many southern 
politicians encourage this despoliation by “parading around like 


five-dollar hookers, offering anything at any price” to modern-day 
carpetbaaaers. But all is not lost: through the serious organizing 
efforts of many local activists, a new brand of unionism is emerg- 
ing, one that will restore pride to southern workers and create a 
new breed of southern politician who will fight for his homeland 
instead of selling it out. Powledge, a former New York Times re- 


porter, is the author of six books, the most recent of which is 
Journeys to the South, published by Vanguard Press 

The southern grudge against the Yankees pales before the 
legendary fury of a woman scorned —in this case, Anna Kashfi 
Brando, Marlon Brando's former wife. In “Last Tangle with Brando 
(page 94), an exclusive Penthouse excerpt from her explosive new 
book, Brando for Breakfast (Crown), America’s “greatest” actor Is 
described as "modern Gothic: grotesque, ¢ ontradictory impossi- 
ble." Nor does Brando's “ex” hesitate to air their dirty bed linen: 
Marlon's pattern of lovemaking resembled a well-rehearsed 
polished performance. He imparts a selfish type of sex, wanting 
warmth and naturalness. His scale of emotions lacked the grace 
notes. Physically, Marlon is not well appointed. He screens that 
deficiency by undue devotion to his sex organ, ‘My noble tool,’ he 
characterizes it, with some puffery, 

While Anna Kashfi Brando is kissing and telling, singer- 
songwriter Billy Joel is listening and telling, "People say the most 
profound things without realizing it. A lot of the ideas | get for songs 
are just from what other people say,” he explained to writer William 
Kowinski, author of “Talk Back to Television" (Penthouse, March 
1979) and of this month's profile of the country's hottest singer: 
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WILLIAM KOWINSk ARY LINDERMAN 


“Rock Punk,” page 102. Apparently, Joel's interpretative “report- 
ing’ has paid off, his insouciant brand of street-smart lyrics and 
rock melodies has turned him into a modern phenomenon. It has 
also earned him millions of fan and dollars, with his two spec- 
lacularly best-selling albums, 52nd Street and The Stranger. Kow 

inski also found Joel to be uncommonly contented for a soca 

critic musician, a state of equilibrium Joel attributes to his motto 
“Don't take shit from anybody. 

Pete Rose. our interview subject this month (page 134), is 
another successful, strong-willed but good-natured maverick, His 
aggressive, reckless ball-playing style has earned the Philadel- 
phia Phillles Charlie Hustle." And the hustling 
last year Rose landed an unprecedented $3.4 million 


star the nickname 
paid off 
contract. which makes him the highest-paid baseball player to 
date. Sports writer and veteran interviewer Larry Linderman, wiio 
has taken on such sports giants as Walt Frazier and Ken Norton in 
the past. found Rose to be a candid, easygoing teller of bad jokes 
and good stories. "Roses success formula,” reports Linderman 
“dates back to his early childhood, when his semipro father told 
him Adds Rose 
rather unnecessarily 

Our fiction 1 


If you don't win, you don't accomplish anything 
| beleved him 

by Memphis writer John Fergus Ryan 
whose stories have appeared in dozens of periodicals, including 
Evergreen Review. Esquire, the Atlantic Monthly 
Penthouse, where he last appeared in June 
Afternoon in the Quarry.” Ryan writes, he 
scores.” In this outrageously funny but stunningly unsentiment al 
view of good ole hometown folks, “Jade McGowan and the Vog 
Squad Man” (page 124), Ryan is as good as his word. The tale is 
about a cynical missing-persons sleuth who helps a trigger-happy 
cop, Blacky Kingsnake Malino. locate his missing partner Sonny 
Junior Bumpas along with Attila the Honey, the 
outsized lady a gentleman's whipping parlor are so 
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Rock-hard mountain high 
High! | was going to be, but there were 
these three wild-looking American foxes! 
One’ of them had incredibly pertect legs, 
and a little voice came out of my vocal 
chords asking if the three of them cared to 
share a joint (actually | wanted to do a 
number on Ms. Legs and give her my 
seven-inch joint!) Well, soon | was al a 
cheapo hamburger place, eating another 
fish sandwich, What can | say? My dreams 
came true—and came true a second and 
third time! 

| was working on a feature motion picture 
called The Dog That Saved Peoria when 
the girl with the perfect gams came along 
She and her two sisters were just sitting 
there, checking it out. Soon Terri and her 
sisters, Patti and Donna, and | went outside 
to do the alleged number. They were from 
eighteen to twenty-one years old and very 
cute, but Terr) had won my heart. She 
looked like someone ... | couldn't put my 
finger on it for a minute, and then | realized 
she resembled my wile 

There was a feeling growing inside my 
mind and throbbing dick, screaming. 
“Fuck. fuck ... please let me have her!” 
Terri's boobs were firm 34Bs, and really, not 
one of the three of them was wearing a bra. 
As we walked outside and proceeded to 
get loaded, | couldnt help noticing that 
Terri kept scratching her very exposed 
inner thigh. Believe me, | kept right on look- 
ing in her direction, trying to give her every 
indication that | was more than interested. 
Was she doing it on purpose, and did she 
know what She was doing to me or not? 

Alter finishing two joints and taking sev- 
eral pictures of them, | singled Terri out for a 
tew shots alone. She was so beautiful, man! 
She took the hint instantly and began 
scratching her thigh, smiling seductively. 
Finally, as if time wouldn't pass soon 
enough, she told her sisters, “lll see you 
later!" And the two of us walked off toward 
the car in the second parking lot. She said 
"What are you drivin'?" | told her | had a 
station wagon, and she said "Good. We 
don't have to go to.a motel!" | knew then that 
| had it made. | walked right to the back 
door, swung it open, and proceeded to pul 
the backseat down, hardly knowing what | 
was doing. The bulge in my pants felt as {fit 
would break the zipper at any second. | 
somehow remembered to check my watch 
and realized that the five-o'clock workers 
who parked in the parking lot would be 
getting off work inten minutes. | really didnt 
care at that point. The empty, waiting cars 
heightened (if that was possible) my sexual 


desire beyond all possible control 

We were both shaking with excitement 
until we were in each other's arms. Then 
she spoke her first words since we left the 
others: "I’m so glad you wanted me instead 
of them.” "| wanted you the moment | first 
saw you" was my response. “This is what | 
want now," she softly whispered as she 
touched my dork, bulging through the 
jeans. All| could say was “Great!” | began 
kissing her all over the face, Our bodies 
were close together as we fell into the 
of the car, and her gyrating hips caused my 
hips to begin a dry fuck 

Then in the middie of a long French kiss 
she slid my zipper down and began strok- 
ing my cock, Finally, she lowly begged, 
“Please, dude! | wanna suck your cock so 
bad | feel like I'm gonna explode in my 
head if | don't!" With one hand she pulled 
my cutoffs down, and with the other hand 
she grabbed my member as if she needed 
atix. She looked up at me, and | smiled as if 
| had taken acid. | was in seventh heaven. 
My dick never felt so hard or responded 
with such screaming virility. | had the same 
feeling | had when | was at all those free- 
love rock concerts in the sixties and early 
seventies that we all miss so much. She 
cooed and giggled and lifted her closed 
eyelids as she licked the droplets of come 
that were oozing out of my favorite eye, She 
grabbed it in both hands and said, “It's the 
most beautiful cock I've ever blown!" “You 
made it that way, doll,” | said. It was a 
cliché, but it came right from the heart. “I 
love a big cock," she continued. “| wantitto 
explode inmy lungs!” Her ass was swaying 
back and forth, and | began undoing her 
tight denim hot pants, She stopped her 
sucking and just held onto the base and 
kept me from coming as she quickly 
whisped her flowerprint, almost transpar- 
ent top off, and | got my first real glimpse of 
her full, young boobs 

Her tan seemed to be all over her | 
grabbed her jeans and undid them as we 
both worked frantically to get them off, They 
seemed as if they were painted on, and 
every curve took on a different skin Color. 
Her mound was clearly visible through the 
transparent crotch of her slim bikini black 
panties. How | still kept it logether | don't 
know —| thought I'd blow my load just teast- 
ing my eyes on her. She was more than 
perfect, and | told her so: “You're perfectly 
beautiful! she answered. So 
far, everything was so letter perfect and 
really going my way. | |hought | was dream- 
ing! 

Ihen she pulled away and started to re- 
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You can use a conventional power amplifier like 
Kenwood did, instead of an advanced DC amplifier that 
provides cleaner, more natural sound. 


You can use standard high band filters for 
FM stereo reception like Yamaha did, instead of a special 
integrated circuit that cancels out the unwanted 
FM stereo pilot signal. 
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a receiver that sells for over $1000. 
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giving you a quality hi fi receiver, no 
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to spend. 

So if you're planning to spend less than $400 on a receiver, you couldn't ask for more than the SX-780. 
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Suck it!” she answered. It all seemed like 
seconds, or had it been years? | put one, 
then two, then three fingers into her warm 
and juicy love machine. | never wanted it to 
end, and it seemed as if it wouldn't. 

Then she came bucking like a wild stal- 
lion. "Jack me off! Fuck my hungry pussy 
with your long, long finger fuckers!" | began 
sucking her toes. | tongued my way in and 
out of her toes and then in a long, slow, 
curvy trail up one leg to her honey pot, 
which | continued eating. Her foot again 
began massaging my still-hard dong. “Eat 
me! Eat it! Lick it! Su-uuck my hungry cu- 
uuuunttt!!!!" Then almost sadly begging, 
she said, "Please!! Please, dude, fuck me!" 
She was so overwhelmed with the pleasure 
that she began crying. "Take me!! Break 
me! Make me like I've never been! Please, 
man! Don't wait any longer! Do it!” | was in 
her in a fraction of seconds, “| want you so 
bad!" She said, looking me square in the 
eyes in desperation as | gave it to her, 

Amidst moans and groans of pleasure, 
she rode me like a fifty-year-old virgin. Over 
and over she pined, "Fuck! fuck, fuck! 
Fuck! Fuck it! Do it! Cock! | love your cock! 
Screw me! Screw! All the way through,” 
Then she said, “Make it come! Make it 
come!" She began her climb, and her peak 
seemed to last for minutes and minutes. My 
dick was beyond feeling. | was numb. 
“Good, baby, good!" | whispered in her ear, 
putting my tongue in, biting the lobe. | then 
apped down her neck to her hard nipples. 


“Bite them again!” she commanded, 
somehow breathing between words, The 
rush of her love juices on my dick made me 
soon have another orgasm. Then she 
started to slow down, and | began to hold 
off. She realized what | was doing and said, 
“| want it! Terri wants your big, thick dick. All 
the way, lover, Up inside my juicy quirm!” 
Thirty seconds after | had sprayed her in- 
sides, | realized that another orgasm was 
about to send me into orbit! She licked out 
my ear as we slowed down alittle and said, 
“Talk dirty to me! Tell me how you want it!” 
“Baby, you're doin’ fine,” | countered. 
"Please. Please. Please! Command me, 
darling! | need you to... tell me!” 

| was beginning to feel the strength of five 
men and realized that ten men wouldn't be 
enough for this cock-hungry bitch in heat. 
“| love your velvety pussy, the way it moves 
and wraps up my hungry dick. Fuck me, 
cunt!" "Yeah!" she added. “Your boobs are 
great. | love em!" | said and began biting 
them. “Harder! Harder! Bite them! Eat 
them! Chew them off!" | did, too! | bit them 
lovingly, and she said, "In my ass! Fuck me 
up the ass!” That was all | needed. | rolled 
her over, and she said, "Do it hard, Fuck me 
hard. All of your dick!" "Take it. bitch,” | said 
“I'm gonna screw these lovely cheeks right 
off! You fuckin’ whore, Take it! Hump my 
dick!" “It hurts, she said. It hu-uuurrrts!” 
Then we found a mutual rhythm, and she 
continued, “But it feels so good! Do It! |!m 
gonna come.” 


“Sure you can get a water cooler, but you have to take the jukebox. too! 
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Man, | thought they'd hear us back at the 
Arena. The car rocked and rolled, and we 
came together. We were exhausted, Love 
and pleasure pains began to return, and 
my cock felt a tinge of pain as | pulled out. 

Later, after another fine Colombian joint, 
we dressed and | rode her home. Halfway 
there she took out my sore cock, and | said, 
"No more. Please!" “| just wanna kiss it!" 
she said. With that she opened my pants 
and began to do just that. “Il doubt if it will 
get hard again!” | joked. “I don’t care! | love 
it!" she said. With that she sucked and 
licked me the whole way to her neighbor- 
hood. When we arrived, she kissed me 
good night. Finally, the light came on in her 
house, and she said, “It’s my old man; you 
better split." | did just that, but not before 
she planted another good-night smack 
right on my sore organ. | drove away wilh a 
smile all the way home. | know where she 
works, but! don’t know how long it will take 
me to recover so that | can give her another 
try! —Name and address withheld 


Mommy dearest 

| am a nineteen-year-old reader of Pent- 
house and thought that | would tell you 
about the incredible experience | had last 
summer. 

I'd been dating this girl (whom I'll call 
Cindy) for about two months, and we had 
had a fair amount of sex. Her parents were 
pretty wealthy and had a big house and a 
swimming pool. Since it was so hot outside 
every day, we spenta lot of time around the 
swimming pool. When we swam, we would 
usually kiss and feel each other up a little. 
Since her father was usually working and 
Cindy had no brothers and sisters, her 
mother and we were the only ones around 
the house. A number of times Cindy and | 
sneaked off to isolated parts of the house 
for a quick fuck, thinking that her mother 
wouldn't know. 

Her mother, a woman in her late thirties, 
would usually join us when we were at the 
pool, and shie dlways wore a very skimpy 
bikini. She has a figure even more stunning 
than her daughter's and nice, firm tits. | 
would usually get a hard-on from looking at 
her, and more than once | think she noticed. 

One day, the three of us were lying 
around the pool, relaxing. Cindy fell asleep 
on a lounge chair, but her mother and | 
continued to talk. She asked me if | was 
thirsty, and | said yes. We walked inside to 
the kitchen. and she asked me to go up- 
stairs and get some suntan lotion. | did: and 
when | looked out the upstairs window, | 
saw that my girl was still sound asleep by 
the pool. Then | heard a sound and looked 
up to see her mother standing there, a very 
stern expression on her face. 

"I've been meaning to talk to you. | know 
you're fucking my daughter.” she said. My 
heart started pounding. and my cock 
started to swell because of the way she 
was talking. | started to deny her accusa- 
tion. but she cut me off by saying. "I've seen 
you two feeling each other up in the pool. 
Don't lie to me!” At first. | thought she was 
angry. but then she said something | 
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| ‘Lucky Americans. 


You pay less to go first class. 


Here in Lisbon, Passport costs as much as other _ whiskies, but bottle Passport in the U.S.—and pass 
premium scotches. In fact, it’s expensive everywhere on the tax and shipping savings to you. So to lucky 
but in America. We use Scotland’s most expensive Americans, this superb scotch only tastes expensive. 


Passport Scotch 
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“Hi, I'm Walt Garrison. And | want you to get in on the Skoal 

"Dash for Cash’ Sweepstakes. Skoal, one of the fastest 

eens smokeless tobaccos in America. is giving away over 
160,000 worth of prizes. And all you have to do to win 

one of these great prizes is fill out the coupon and send 

itin, You don't have to buy a thing. The Grand Prize is 

Skoal Rocket, a beautiful two-year-old racing-bred 

American Quarter Horse. The coll will be awarded 

along with all entry fees, training and room and 

board paid in full up to and during the Futurity 

trials for the Skoal Dash for Cash Futurity Race. 

The race will be held at Los Alamitos Race 

Course in Los Alamitos, California on July 28, 

1979. More than that, the Grand Prize winner 

will get an all-expense paid trip for two to Los 

Alamitos to watch the race. I'll be there too. If 

you're the Grand Prize winner and you'd rather 

have cash instead of the colt, we'll give you 

$20,000. 


“The first, second and 

third prizes are pretty 

darn grand too, Three 

Coachmen recreational 

vehicles: a $16,000 

Leprechaun Mini Motor 

Home, a $13,500 

Modelcee Van Camper 

and a $10,500 TRV-1 

Travel Van. The next 10 

winners will get a Bally 

Strikes and Spares pinball 

machine worth $1600. Other 

prizes include'a Rolleiflex SL35E 

camera outfit from Rollei including 

Jens, flash and case worth about $450, a 

quariz electronic chronograph watch fromm National Semi- 

conductor valued at $80, and 5 album collections of 

Country Western artists from ABC Records worth $35 each. 
“Don't wait. Get going now and mail your entry in the 

Skoal ‘Dash for Cash’ Sweepstakes. Then sit back and 

relax, like me, with a little Skoal smokeless tobacco 

pleasure, until June 15th, the day the winners will be selected,” 
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Mail 
__ _*Skoal Dash For Cash. i 
P.O, Box 1979, Garnerville, New York 10923. 


Entry blank must be comploted in full lo be valid, 


couldn't believe. “I've watched you fuck 
Cindy more than once, and | got so hot that 
| had to rub my pussy each time.” She then 
started rubbing her tits through her flimsy 
bikini and said, “Take off those shorts. | 
want to suck that cock my daughter craves 
so much.” Not being one to pass up an 
adventure like this, | quickly stepped out of 
my trunks. My prick was standing at atten- 
tion and ready to go. “Now lie on the bed,” 
she commanded, “and rub your prick for 
me. 

! obediently did as she said and watched 
fascinated as she did a slow striptease in 
tront of me. She started removing her bikini 
and licked her lips. “You didn’t know I'd 
been watching you fuck my Cindy's sweet 
cunt with your big, circumcised dick, did 
you?” Then she told me, in incredible detail, 
about three different times she had seen us 
screwing. She really seemed to get off on 
talking about Cindy and me fucking! By 
then she had her bikini off, and | could see 
her cunt was dripping wet. Her body was 
as voluptuous as a Penthouse Pet's! 

By then | was about ready to come, and 
so | started grabbing her and pulling her 
head toward my crotch, Suddenly, | was the 
one in command. She started hungrily 
sucking my cock, and | came in just a few 
minutes. Then she swallowed most of my 
come and rubbed some of it over her face 
and lips, driving me nearly crazy. | started 
to suck her pertect breasts and gradually 
worked my way down to her cunt. Soon she 
was moaning loudly and pressing her cunt 
rhythmically against my tongue. She said, 

Lick my cunt like you lick Cindy's. Lick it, 
you prick!” Then | lifted her legs over my 
shoulders and rammed my cock into her 
swollen snatch. She started jerking her 
hips wildly and continued to moan about 
how Cindy and | fucked. She came as | 
continued to pound away at her pussy. 

When |'came, | pulled my prick out and 
spurted my load all over her snatch and tits 
As | lay on top of her, exhausted, she was 
still breathing heavily and still twitching a 
little. | had never seen a woman so hot 
before. She then surprised me even more 
by stating, ‘Anytime you want to fuck me, 
you can. My husband doesn't pack a pistol 
like yours.” 

We finally got dressed and went back 
down to the pool. | woke Cindy and jumped 
into the water in order to keep her from 
noticing the after-sex smell, As we swam, 
| looked over at her mother and saw her 
furtively rubbing her pussy through her 
bikini. 

Many times since, when Cindy and | are 
busily fucking, | have looked up to see her 
mother watching us through the window or 
door. Needless to say, | take care of her 
every chance | get, and we have even 
spent the night together on several occa- 
sions when Cindy was away. She has con- 
fessed a desire to have three-way sex with 
her daughter and me, but | feel that might 
be too much for Cindy. However, I'm won- 
dering if keeping it all in the family is a 
pretty good way to go!—J.R,, Pittsburgh, 
Pa 


Remembrance of flings past 
For the last four years, | have been having a 
terrific relationship with a beautiful, exciting 
woman named June. We were both virgins 
when we met and started dating. Shortly 
afterward we began to teach each other 
the fine art of lovemaking. We both learned 
quickly, although it took June more than two 
years to achieve her tirst orgasm. After she 
did, however, all her previous inhibitions 
were cast to the wind. Our love scenes 
would put Valentino to shame if he were 
alive to see them 

Recently, | took a job in Virginia 
sumed that June would accompany me 
and get a job in the courts down here (she's 
a court clerk), Sad to say, however, she 
decided to remain in New Jersey. On New 
Year's Eve | grabbed a flight north, and she 
met me al the airport. It was then that she 
told me that she was seeing another guy, a 
coworker Tolally devastated, | did the only 
thing | could. | found a New Year's party 
and proceeded to get drunk 

Now that it’s over, | still like to look back at 
some of the memories. One of my favorite 
experiences with June occurred last Octo- 
ber when | visited Virginia to attend a one- 
week brush-up course in electronics. | 
finished on Friday night, and June came 
down that night for the weekend. | met her 
in Washington, D.C., and then! whisked her 
off to my motel for two days of lovemaking 
Friday night was incredible, but, much to 
my surprise and great pleasure, the follow- 
ing Saturday afternoon was even better. 
Outside it was raining, and we had just 
returned from a [riend’s place, where we'd 
smoked a few joints and watched an old 
movie. We were feeling mellow; so | took off 
my clothes and stretched out on the bed 
while June browsed through a new copy of 
Penthouse. She was reading “Forum,” 
which usually got her pretty hot 

After a while, | began to stroke her body. 
As | worked my hand down the back of her 
light jeans. she casually reached under 
herself, and | heard the snap as she 
opened her pants. She never stopped 
reading. | slowly eased her jeans olf, stop 
Ping now and then to touch, kiss, and smell 
each inch of her smooth, soft behind. At 
last, her jeans came off. June paused inher 
reading just long enough to pull her T-shirt 
over her head and discard it on the carpet 
As usual, she wore no bra. Her perfect 35s 
were very lender and tanned, because she 
often sunbathed topless 

| began to stroke her delicious figure 
Her breathing soon became heavy. | wasn't 
sure whether that was because of me or the 
Penthouse she was reading, but she 
stopped reading it and closed her eyes, 
spread her legs, and rolled over on her 
stomach. 

| began to taste every inch of her with my 
tongue. Slowly, | edged down to her be- 
hind. Spreading her cheeks, | gently 
tongued down her crack. | skimmed past 
her behind and suddenly buried my tongue 
into her dripping cunt. | kept flicking my 
tongue over her clit until she began to moan 
sottly. | eased back up to her bum, which | 
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gave a licking that she'll remember for quite 
awhile. | shoved my tongue up her hole and 
then quickly ran it back down to her clit. 
She arched herself up, and with one hand | 
reached around to hertit. At the same time | 
inserted my forefinger into her behind and 
another finger into her warm, slippery box. 

Her breathing became heavier, and so 
did mine when | removed my hands and 
spread her cheeks as wide as | could, ex- 
posing her beautiful, tight bum. | ran my 
hard cock across her wet snatch, and then 
slowly, carefully, | guided it to her crack. | 
entered her about an inch and a half while 
she continued stroking herself, suddenly 
faster and harder, until she suddenly stif- 
fened and gasped. | pulled out and 
rammed my cock into her steaming cunt as 
| shot my load. Then we just lay there fora 
long time, catching our breath. June then 
rolled over, and we made love all over 
again, holding each other tightly and shar- 
ing long, deep kisses. 

The rest of the weekend was fantastic, 
but it's that rainy afternoon |'ll always think 
about. | only hope that if June reads this, 
she'll remember, too, and come back to 
me. Atleast, if her new lover reads this, he'll 
realize how lucky he is. Whatever happens, 
I'll treasure my memories.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Duplicate parts 
Being a twin has its ups and downs. My 
sister, Patty, and | are both nineteen and are 


identical. Our parents are practically the 
only ones who can tell us apart. 

Patty has been going out for about six 
months with a guy named Mike, but she is 
getting tired of the relationship. When 
another guy asked her out last Saturday, 
she accepted, even though she had al- 
ready made a date with Mike. Since Mike 
didn't know | was home from college on 
vacation, she suggested we could get 
away with pulling a switch on him. | was 
reluctant at first, but the more | thought 
about this well-hung stud, the more inter- 
ested | became. | arn old enough to know 
that the main purpose of any girl's life is to 
find a humdinger dick 

After taking a long, warm bubble bath, | 
went to Patty's room to dress. (I obviously 
had to wear her clothes as part of the 
charade.) She handed me a pair of pale- 
blue bikini panties to wear, saying that she 
always wore thal color, and anything else 
would make him suspicious. "What makes 
you think he'll see them?” | asked, grinning. 
“Because” she said laughing, “| know you, 
and you can't resist a good-looking guy.” 

She was right: | do have a reputation for 
being easy. | put on her panties and her 
jeans. I'm about four pounds heavier than 
she is; so they fit like a layer of second skin. 
She then handed me a beige turtleneck 
jersey. After sliding it on, | looked in the 
mirror. | went braless, of course. My breasts 
are high and taut, and my nipples were 
protruding very noticeably. "How's this?” 
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“He introduced the king to Preparation H!" 


asked Patty, as | gave a model's turn, “That 
outfit will have Mike hard in about three 
seconds," she answered. 

Mike was at the door at eight o'clock, and 
we immediately left. He suggested that we 
go to his apartment to listen to his stereo 
and have a few drinks. It sounded good to 
me. After | entered his apartment, | slipped 
off my jacket. He glanced quickly at my 
breasts. It was a very cold night; so my 
nipples were stiff and erect and even more 
noticeable than usual. 

We sat side by side on the couch, listen- 
ing to Donna Summer and drinking Scotch. 
Mike happens to be tall and well built. He is 
sexy enough to make a nun forget her 
vows. He also happens to be handsome as 
hell. | really liked him and was glad | wore 
Patty's panties, because | knew Mike would 
be seeing them for sure now. After a few 
more drinks, | lost my nervousness about 
pretending to be my twin. Soon he looked 
down at me with an almost shy smile and 
said, “Patty, | never noticed that your nip- 
ples were so large.” | didn't know what to 
say. Patty's nipples aren't as long as mine 
when erect. 

Although Mike is very observant, he 
didn't realize that | wasn't Patty. He put his 
arm around me and turned my face toward 
his, gently kissing me. His tongue 
searched my mouth, and his kiss made me 
tingle all over. Then his hand found its way 
to my breast. He fondled it gently. Then he 
reached behind me, unzipped my jersey, 
and pulled it off. Sitting there naked from 
the waist up, with my bare breasts ex- 
posed, didn’t bother me at all, thanks to the 
Scotch. | knew | was about to get laid, and | 
just hoped that he was as good as the huge 
bulge in his pants promised he would be. 

Then he took a nipple in his mouth and 
sucked on it, driving me crazy with passion. 
Mike sensed my need, withdrew his mouth 
from my tit, and carried me into the bed- 
room, He unsnapped Patty's jeans and 
peeled them off along with her panties, 
which were quite soaked with ty love juice. 
| keep my bush trimmed so that my pussy 
is like a baby's. That makes it more sensi- 
tive to a man’s tongue.) Well, he licked, 
sucked, and chewed me so passionately 
hat you would almost have thought he 
knew | wasn't Patty. 
| came with a shudder in about five min- 
utes; so | took his sweet cock in my mouth 
to reciprocate. | must say it was a beauty: 
jong and thick with a big, mushroom head. | 
blew him, and he shot come all over my 
ace and breasts. Then | desperately 
wanted his cock in my cunt and told him so, 
but he began teasing me. He started suck- 
ing on my nipples again while his hand 
softly caressed my inner thighs. | begged 
im to enter me —which was just what he 
wanted to hear —and when he stuck it in 
me, | came on the very first stroke 

We rested for a few minutes. and then | 
started sucking him until he came in my 
mouth a second time. Needless to say, he'd 
about had it. His cock had gone limp, and 
nothing | could do could get it up again. 
Then he rolled me over on my back and 


WHICH NEWHIGHBIAS | 
TAPE WINS WITH MAHLER’S 
FOURTH SYMPHONY? 


Choose eight measures of Mahler's Fourth 
that are really rich in the high frequencies. 
The type of passage that high bias tapes are 
designed for. 


Record it on your favorite high bias cassette, 


using the Chrome/Cr0> setting. Then again 
on new MEMOREX HIGH BIAS 


Now play back the tapes. 
We're convinced you'll have a new favorite 


New MEMOREX HIGH BIAS is made with 
an exclusive ferrite crystal oxide formulation. 
No high bias tape delivers greater high 
frequency fidelity with less noise, plus truer 
response across the entire frequency range. 


In short, you can't find a pits pic cassette 
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Is it live, or is it Memorex? 


Original manuscript sketch for the first 
movement of Gustav Mahler's Fourth 

Symphony. Courtesy of The Newberry 
Library, Chicago. 


licked my butt. | felt another orgasm com- 
ing; so | reached down and played with my 
rather sore clit and brought myself off while 
Mike was busily licking my behind. By now, 
we'd both had enough. 

Luckily, when we dressed and drove 
back to my house, my parents had gone to 
bed. He kissed me good night at the front 
door and said, “You sure were a tiger to- 
night, honey.” | smiled and went in, | literally 
crawled up the stairs to my room. Patty had 
just gotten home, and when she saw me, 
she laughed. | must have looked wasted. 
My hair was all damp, and | had her jersey 
on inside out. “A tough night?” she asked, 
grinning. “Just get me to bed,” | mumbled. | 
fell on the covers and passed out im- 
mediately. 

The next morning Patty told me that the 
new guy wasn't worth a damn in bed—and 
he certainly couldn't throw a fuck like 
Mike's. So she wanted to remain with Mike. 
| was disapointed, but after all, she had 
found him first. | like one-nighters, and it 
made me feel even closer to my twin to 
know that we now had something besides 
our looks in common!—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Hot to trot 

| had a recent experience that I'd like to 
share with Penthouse readers when | took 
my kids—I'm a married woman—and went 
to visit my folks in Dallas, My sister, Lee, 
and | had plans for spending lunch with 
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some of her friends. Anyway, | was feeling 
tops—so alive, ready for anything. If you 
knew me, you'd know I'm always horny. 
Well, Lee, one of the guys, Merl, and | 
finished lunch. We decided to go to a few 
bars. As always, | talked about sex, and 
they talked business, and as the day wore 
on, the more | drank, the more | talked 
about sex. At this point, Lee excused her- 
self. At first, that seemed strange to me, but 
it left me alone with Merl. Well, after 7:00 
PM,, | was so damned horny, and | couldn't 
reach my husband by phone and really 
didn't want to. Lee came back and sug- 
gested we go somewhere else. 

So we went to a small bar with live enter- 
tainment, and the lady singer had marvel- 
ous tits, | have this thing about women, 
especially about their breasts. | can't stop 
thinking about them. You can imagine what 
a turn-on it was to everyone in that bar when 
Lee would snuggle Merl on one side, drap- 
ing her long, lanky legs all over him, while | 
pressed my butt against his other side. He 
had his arms around us, and | held hishand 
on my breast and accidently rubbed his 
crotch just to see how fast he'd get hard, | 
can tell you now: he had control. After Lee 
became totally drunk, the three of us 
headed for her home. Once we arrived, Lee 
fan into her room, leaving sweet, gentle 
Merl all to me. 

| was wet down to my knees, without a 
husband, without a vibrator, just this six- 
foot-two-inch, slim-waisted young man. He 
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got a beer, and | went to the john. Then, 
from midnight to seven in the morning, | 
proceeded to work myself up to one of the 
most fantastic hornies | have ever had. He 
would look at me and touch my breasts 
gently, and my breathing would become so 
rapid that you would have thought | was 
expiring. | would kiss his little nipples and 
his soft, hairy chest and stomach, | love that 
spot right above the crotch line—you know, 
that magic spot that quivers and has spas- 
tic jerks when you run your tongue across it. 
| was pussy wet and snapping. This was 
the first time in my married life that | had 
ever gone this far. | mean, | don't believe | 
could have handled my guilt if we had 
screwed, but | know myself, and | can han- 
dle petting without feeling a guilty twinge at 
all. 

Merl could touch my ear or cheek and 
put that long tongue down my throat and 
get me to such a pitch of excitement that I'd 
break away after only a few moments. | had 
told Lee that when | drink, | get horny. | 
asked her not to let her friends take advan- 
tage of me in my condition. | guess Merl 
wanted her friendship more than he 
needed a piece of ass, because he never 
did try to make me, But that gentle, charm- 
ing young man has to be one of the best 
lovers in the world, because he could touch 
me the right way. He could kiss and lick my 
lips, the tip of my nose, my ears, and neck 
to such perfection that | never slept at all 
that night. 

We finally made a pallet on the floor, and 
he drifted off to sleep. That didn't stop me 
from rubbing his bulge and licking his 
stomach and chest. | had to lie there, 
finger-fucking myself, wondering why | was 
so hung up that | couldn't screw just once. 
Oh, | even went to the bathroom and rub- 
bed around on a curling iron, but a finger or 
a curling iron can't take the place of along, 
thick penis. And Merl had what | needed. 

By seven in the morning | had to taste him 
or go mad. | simply unzipped his pants, 
pulled out his cock, and sucked the cir 
cumcised, eight-inch wonder. | believe this 
was the best part of the whole evening. He 
let a gasp out, and | did feel guilty that | 
hadn't sucked him off before. It took him 
only a few minutes to come. 

My husband called at eight o'clock, and! 
told him what | had been doing. My Don 
said that everything was all right and that 
he was glad I'd had a great time. He just 
wanted me to come home. What a man, 
and lo think he's not only my husband but 
also the best pussy eater in the world! 

Well, in less than twenty-four hours | was 
home, and Don showed me his dick as 
soon as | walked in the door. He screwed 
me until | fell asleep. Still, | wonder: if | had 
given in to Merl, would it have been as good 
as | thought it would be?—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Breast stroke 

| never thought that | would have a col- 
legiate experience exciting enough to write 
Penthouse about. When | came to this 
church-affiliated school, | soon despaired 
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of finding any’'sex at all, except with myself. 
Fortunately, luck has ruled otherwise. 

My roommate, Jay, and | discovered in 
our first week of swimming class that our 
Swimming instructor was more interested in 
sinning than in swimming. We found this to 
be true one Friday night after class. As he 
and | were leaving, she called us back to 
her office. (We were a little uptight, be- 
cause we had been fooling around with a 
couple of nice-looking girls in the pool that 
day, even though our actions were distract- 
ing to the rest of the class.) 

She sat down and looked at the clock. As 
she did, she spread her long, well-tanned, 
well-shaped legs just a little. Our eyes al- 
most popped out of our heads. For there, 
sticking out of her skimpy, black bikini, were 
a number of beautiful, curly-blonde cunt 
hairs. She turned back in time to catch our 
glance, and said she had to reprimand us 
for being naughty during class. Her hair 
was still wet, and the water was dripping 
down her full, thirty-seven-inch tits. Her 
glance fell upon our bulging crotches. 
Then she smiled provocatively and asked if 
we would like to sit down. She got up, 
reached behind her, and untied her bikini 
top. When she let the top down, we nearly 
came in our pants, 

She next asked us if we would like to suck 
on her boobs, Needless to say, she didn't 
have to ask twice. Within a matter of sec- 
onds she had removed our bathing suits 
and was stroking Jay's nine-inch cock and 


sucking on mine. (My cockis not as long as 
Jay's, but the head is very large.) We were 
both about ready to explode when she 
stopped, stood up, and pulled her bikini 
bottoms down. She jumped onto her desk 
and spread her legs. Jay stuck three fin- 
gers up her dripping cunt, then removed 
his fingers, and began licking and sucking 
her wet pussy. 

While all this was going on, | moved 
around to her chair. She immediately did a 
swan dive onto my beaver poker. | looked 
up and saw that Jay was ramming her ass 
with his entire rod. | then decided that after 
a very juicy blowjob | should screw her 
pussy hairs off! Suddenly, she shouted to 
me, “Fuck me!” Sol did. She squirmed and 
jerked her ass in as many different direc- 
tions as she could. 

When we finally all came, Jay lifted us all 
off the floor. It was over as quickly as it had 
begun. We all dressed and parted. She 
smiled and added, “| enjoyed having you 
bothin class: we'll have to do it again some 
time.” We have been seeing this teacheron 
a regular basis of about once a week to 
satisfy her needs. Our test grades have 
been high, and we have taught her a few 
new strokes in our naughty swimming 
sessions.—Name and address withheld 


Jolly green giant 

Tom and | have been lovers for more than 
four years. Every time we make it, itis just as 
exciting as the first. When we discover 
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“,..And in this corner, from Atlantic City 
New Jersey, wearing Yves St. Laurent shorts and color-coordinated 
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something we both especially like, we 
make it a regular part of our lovemaking. 

This is my favorite game. It started about 
ayear ago. | was lying on my back, and Tom 
was kissing my inner leg, nibbling now and 
then and getting closer and closer to my 
pussy, Finally, he touched my clit with the tip 
of his tongue, drew little circles, and 
sucked, Just when | felt | could stand no 
more, he reached under the pillow and 
brought out a beautifully shaped. six-inch 
cucumber! He pushed It into me ever so 
slowly and then worked it in and out in long, 
slow strokes. Then he went back to my clit 
with his tongue: licking, biting, and sucking 
itinto his mouth, where he'd hold it and flick 
his tongue over the tip of the captured trea- 
sure. | started to feel a chain of small or- 
gasms. Finally, after about ten minutes | felt 
such a massive orgasm thatit almost jerked 
me straight up. Wow! 

| was a little sore the next day but had 
enjoyed it all so much that | wanted to do it 
again. This time Tom put baby oil on the 
cucumber and squirted some of it all over 
my pussy. The rest of the game was the 
same, except that | may have had.an even 
stronger orgasm. 

The next time we did it, the procedure 
was the same, except that just before | 
came, Tom put his finger in my butt! Wow 
again! | wouldn't have believed it could get 
better, but it did. 

Was that the last of it? No. This is how it 
goes now. Tom still starts with the soft, little 
kisses, nips, and licks. (Nowit's all the more 
exciting because | know what's next.) The 
oil is such a delight. He spends some time 
spreading it and massaging my stomach, 
breasts, and legs. We play with the 
cucumber for a while. (I'm amazed at the 
variety of shapes and sizes he’s found.) At 
this point I've begun to have those sweet 
spasms, and he hands me my electric vi- 
brator. Then | climb onto a cloud all my own 
while | work it up and down and around my 
clit. 

Tom always starts saying sweet and sexy 
things when | reach this point. He gets ter 
ribly hard watching me; so just as he puts 
the small vibrator in my behind, he swings 
around so that his cock is in front of my 
mouth. | try to suck it and lick it gently so 
that he won't come too fast. Sometimes | go 
into such spasms that | just can't contain 
myself. | take it as far down my throat as | 
can. Every orifice in my body is full, and 
sensations are coming at me from every 
direction. Within a minute or two we have 
both come with such force that all we can 
do is to lie spent in each other's arms. 

I guess the moral of this story is progress. 
If you've got a good thing going, make it 
great. | wonder what we can add next. — 
Name and address withheld 


Twinkle toes 
I'm a nineteen-year-old female with a kinky 
kind of turn-on. | adore girls’ bare feet. My 
best friend, Sue, and | have shared an 
apartment since we both moved away from 
home nearly a year ago. 

We have been reading your magazine 
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with great interest for the past two years. 
Since she and | are both bisexual, we really 
enjoy the photo layouts of two or more girls 
together. We think your photos on page 60 
of the April issue were really the ultimate. 
Let's see more of them, please! 

Sue and | became lovers when we were 
both fifteen, sleeping over at each other's 
home pretty regularly. We had experi- 
mented with boys, but all they knew how to 
do was to satisfy themselves and leave us 
hanging. Sue and | act out all our fantasies 
on each other, and with our various dildos 
and vibrators we really please each other. 

! work in a women’s shoe store in a large 
shopping center, and once every several 
weeks | will come on to another girl. If she is 
willing and flirts back, | invite her to our 
apartment for some smoke and wine. After 
the talk gets around to sex, either Sue or | 
will suggest a group shower, moving on to 
oil and a massage by candlelight. After we 
rub each other's soft, silky body intoa state 
of deep, indescribable excitement, we go 
onto the water bed, Burning candles erot- 
icize the room. 

Usually, | wait until Sue and our guest are 
in a sixty-nine before | begin my real joy. | 
will, of course, be participating wholehear- 
tedly with my hands, but | position myself 
so that | can first lick our guest's toes and 
feet and then bring myself off by rubbing 
my clit against her toes. With the oil on our 
bodies and the small flames from the can- 
dle urging us on, I've had some mind- 


blowing orgasms. Twice so far we've had 
four of us in a daisy chain. We had dildos 
and vibrators going along with four eager 
tongues lapping at four sweet, dripping 
cunts. | thought I'd just die from pleasure. 

At first, it was surprising to learn how 
many girls our age have fantasies about 
being with another girl, Usually, they don't 
have the nerve to flirt. If only women 
realized that all it takes is some eye contact 
and the nerve to come right out and say 
what they want, I'm sure more girls would 
be getting it on and finding out how soft and 
sensational the female skin and body is. | 
mean, who needs those hairy bodies and 
hard pricks all the time? A woman's body is 
so much softer. 

Sue works in a woman's clothing store 
and dresses like a real sex kitten. Naturally, 
she gets propositioned by some of the men 
who come in to buy presents for their wives, 
When she sees one she digs, she lets him 
know it’s okay to come over to our place. 
When he finds out that both of us will go to 
bed with him and put on a show for him, his 
eyes really pop. We go through the whole 
routine for him and make him feel like a 
prince. 

Both of us are attracted to men in their 
forties or early fifties. Boys are too elfish 
and can't provide us with all the nice gifts 
that an older man will, especially the mar- 
tied ones! Menseem lo go crazy when they 
have two girls working on them. We have a 
rule that we don't accept money, but if a 
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“Why not think of it as one of the moral inequities of war, Lieutenant 


man offers to buy us a little clothing or 
something we need, we do accept. 

Still, our main pleasure and kicks come 
from initiating some supposedly straight 
girl into realizing the joys of Sapphic love. 
So, for all you girls who are wondering what 
it's like, give the next pretty girl you see a 
wink, and you may find out. —B.Y, Milwau- 
kee, Wisc 


Thanksgiving feast 

As avid readers of “Forum,” my friend and | 
have decided to write to you about an ex- 
perience we had here at school. I'm Dave, a 
hotel student, and Doug is a physics major. 
Both of us are from Oregon. Last 
Thanksgiving break it was impossible for 
us to gethome, We headed to the only open 
bar to down a few brews before having 
what looked like a bad dinner at the co-op. 
While we were having our beers, we 
noticed three beautiful coeds sitting down 
nearby. Doug and | talked for a while longer 
and then resigned ourselves to our tate at 
the co-op. When we got up to leave, one of 
the girls, Kim, introduced herself and the 
others. The other girls were named Cheryl 
and Barbara. They invited us to share din- 
ner with them at home that night. Doug and 
| jumped at the chance to spend the eve- 
ning with these three suntanned beauties. 

A description of the three is warranted 
here. Kim, a blonde, suntanned, and well- 
stacked young lady, stands about five feet 
six and has not one ounce of fat on her 
luscious body. Cheryl and Barbara are 
identical, well-built twins. Their hair is a 
light brown, which matches their tan com- 
plexion. Although not as well stacked as 
Kim, they have firm, pert tits. They were 
both on the school's gym team. 

By the time we got to the girls’ off- 
campus apartment, we were all freezing. 
So, while the girls prepared dinner and 
something hot to drink, we started a fire in 
the living room. Soon the twins came out 
with hot chocolate to warm us up. Doug 
produced a joint, and soon everyone was 
relaxed and mellow, The girls started talk- 
ing about how they missed their Florida 
home and the sun and sand. | asked why. A 
look of shock appeared on the twins’ faces 
when they heard this, and they then told us 
that they would show us what was so great 
about it. With that they ran into their bed- 
room 

When they came out, we almost came in 
our pants. They were both in black-mesh 
string bikinis and soaking wel. Their perky 
tits and hardened nipples stood out magni- 
ficently. Barbara threw us a couple of towels 
and asked us to dry them off. They sat 
down next to us, and we began to fondle 
their supple, firm young bodies through the 
heavy beach towels. It wasn't long before 
their flimsy bikini tops popped off, and we 
were drying the “twins” with our tongues 
much to their pleasure and ours, It wasnt 
long before the bikini bottoms came off, 
and roommate Kim joined us. In another 
five minutes our clothes were off, and we 
had started an orgy. 

| began by sucking on Barbara's taut 
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nipples while Kim began licking and kiss- 
ing my prick. Doug began his Thanksgiv- 
ing feast by licking Kim's blonde pussy, 
while Cheryl's delicate mouth nibbled on 
his colossal cock, When Kim began quak- 
ing with orgasm, all of us soon followed in 
what was truly an earth-shattering experi- 
ences. While Doug and | relaxed for a min- 
ute, the girls went into their room for a few 
minutes. Finally, Kim emerged, carrying a 
ten-inch dildo. She told us that since we 
were such good boys, we were going to see 
a good show. All we had to do was to close 
our eyes and wait until she told us to open 
them, It wasn't long before she told us to 
look. 

At first, we thought that our eyes were 
deceiving us: we saw the twins slowly com- 
ing together in a lesbian embrace. They 
began to kiss and fondle each other's 
bodies, fingering their cunts and licking 
their hard nipples. We were about to attack 
these two when we realized Kim was lying 
between us, frigging herself with her ten- 
inch dildo, Doug and | then decided on a 
“double pummel,” which is what we call 
simultaneous anal and vaginal fucking. 

We told Kim of our intentions, and at first 
she balked. After a little foreplay, however, 
she decided to go along with it. 

We got into position. | pushed my uncut 
six inches into her pussy, and Doug began 
penetrating her ass with his circumcised 
nine inches. She was coming almost as 
soon as we started pummeling her Barb 


“Here's five bucks. Tell the Wizard 
we've met a little girl from Kansas, and we need a heart, a brain, 


and Cheryl put their muffs against our 
faces as we fucked with no holds barred. 
We couldn't hold out much longer, and our 
jism blew off with cunt-blistering speed in 
Kim's ass and cunt, while our faces were 
flooded with steamy pussy juices from the 
twin’s violent orgasms. We slowed our pace 
for the rest of the night and made love until 
we were worn out. We all fell asleep in each 
other's arms and didn't wake up until late 
morning. 

Doug and | are both going off the co-op 
food, We have been happily stuffing bird 
since that Thanksgiving night.—D.W and 
DS., Ithaca, N.Y. 


All together now, one two three! 

!am a senior at Cornell University. Because 
!am an engineer, itis often said that | spend 
more time with my books than with people. 
However, for the past two years | have been 
fortunate enough to be a resident adviser in 
the freshman dormitories. This makes it 
easy for me to meet many people. 
Nevertheless, for one in my position, life 
here was not so sexually exciting as you 
might expect—until recently. The situation 
changed, curiously enough, when | was 
assigned to an all-male dorm. 

The dorm is one of the oldest on the Cor- 
nell campus. In the evenings | am respon- 
sible for locking up both my own section 
and a separate, Gothic-like tower nearby, 
which also houses only men. This nightly 
event was without incident until a blustery 


some courage, and a tube of K-Y Jelly.” 
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evening in late November. 

Before locking the tower door on this par- 
ticular evening, | went upstairs to visit 
friends, Nobody was awake. As| had hada 
few beers earlier, | wandered into a bath- 
room to relieve myself. Apparently, not ev- 
eryone was asleep. Sprawled out on the 
bathroom floor was a couple humping 
away most perfervidly. After staring a few 
moments without being noticed, | sarcasti- 
cally asked if they wanted a third. The 
bulge in my pants must have indicated my 
qualifications, for the blonde nymphet 
looked up and shocked me by consenting. 
By the time | took my clothes off, the guy 
had shot his wad, leaving a well-lubricated 
sheath for my piston. It took no coaxing to 
get me to ram my engorged organ into her 
eager opening. 

Sex is great, and |'ve always enjoyed it. 
But it had never been this fantastic until the 
moment that recharged penis began pro- 
bing my heaving buttocks, It had never oc- 
curred to me that if something big could get 
out, something big could go in. It took some 
struggle, but my virgin behind accepted 
his seven inches. Involuntarily, my body 
convulsed, and | exploded with such force 
that | wondered if she was hurt, To her de- 
light and to my surprise, | remained hard. 
The three of us rode together with the 
rhythm of a storm-tossed sea, After what 
seemed like eternal ecstasy, we all 
screamed with abandon as his ejaculation 
started an orgasmic chain reaction. 

| now realize that others may have 
missed this pinnacle of sexual pleasure. 
While | have not seen either of my compan- 
ions since that momentous evening, | still 
obtain satisfaction by thinking about it while 
masturbating in the stall inches from that 
well-remembered spot.—W.K., lthaca, N.Y. 


Three strikes and you're in 

My friends and | enjoy Penthouse im- 
mensely, and our favorite feature, after the 
pictorials, is “Forum.” We never took the 
stories Seriously until an experience hap- 
pened that made all of us true believers. 

Norm, Damien, and | went bowling this 
January in Erie. The temperature was in the 
low teens, and there were more than three 
feet of snow covering the ground. As we 
entered the bowling alley, we spied three 
good-looking foxes bowling on lane 
twenty-four. Luckily, lane twenty-three was 
open: so we quickly scrambled over there 
to get a closer look at the chicks, 

We all did a double take as we got closer. 
One girl was tall, about five feet ten, and her 
long, blonde hair cascaded down her 
back, touching her well-rounded ass, 
which was Covered by tight jeans. She was 
wearing a thick lavender sweater that em- 
phasized her jiggling breasts. The girl 
keeping score was another wet dream 
come true. She had coal-black, shoulder- 
length hair that framed deep-brown eyes 
and full, moist lips. Her tits were firm and 
round, jutting defiantly against the white 
turtleneck she wore. The third girl was just 
beginning to bowl. | watched as she 
sashayed up to the line, her ass cheeks 
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bobbing like melons in an earthquake and 
her black hair flowing out from her head. 

Norm whispered to me, “Lee, we've hit 
the jackpot!" And | agreed, Then the three 
of us deposited our bowling balls in the 
return circle, and | overheard the blonde 
say, “Oh, good, here come some balls.” | 
thought she meant our bowling balls, but 
as | looked at her, | realized that her gaze 
was riveted on my crotch! There was no 
mistaking that horny look in her blue eyes: 
so | walked over to where she sat and 
began making small talk. 

| learned that her name was Chris and 
that she and her {riends,—Sue, the one 
keeping score, and Jill, the one who had 
been bowling —were up from Kentucky, vis- 
iting friends over the holidays. She said that 
they were returning to Kentucky tomorrow 
and that their plane would leave at seven in 
the morning. 

"That doesn't give us much time to get 
acquainted,” | said. 

“Oh, | think we'll manage," she said, smil- 
ing, and her hand swiftly reached out and 
deftly rubbed my crotch. Instantly, my rod 
began to harden. Not to be outdone, | 
reached out and massaged her pleasure 
patch through her jeans. She sighed. “Do 
you know a more private place?” 

"My friend has a van outside, but its cold 
as hell.” 

"That's all right," Chris whispered. “I'm 
hot as hell!" 

As we gathered up our coats, | noticed 


that Damien and Jill were French-kissing 
and that Norm had his hand nestled be- 
neath Sue's sexy dernere 

“Hey, Damien,” | asked. “Why don't you 
and Jill join us in the van?" 

“Okay,” he gasped. 

Norm and Sue were grabbing for their 
coats also, and the six of us left together, 
When we entered the parking lot, the wind 
was blowing fiercely, and the temperature 
must have been zero. Holding hands. Chris 
and | ran to the van before the others. She 
flung her arms around my neck, and | forgot 
all about the cold as she plunged her hot 
tongue down my throat 

Damien unlocked the door, and the six of 
us rushed in and tumbled onto the mattress 
and pillows we keep in the van for occa- 
sions like this, although this was the first 
time the three of us were going to fuck 
together. | heard Damien start the van and 
turn the heater on full blast, and then | gave 
my undivided attention to Chris. 

| wrapped my arms around her back; 
and while we probed each other's mouth 
with our tongues, | slid my hands beneath 
her sweater and squeezed her full tits 
Softly, she broke our kiss and whispered, 
"Let's get out of these clothes.” 

She slipped her coat off and began 
wriggling her sweater up over her head 
\lluminated by a streetlight shining through 
the back windows, her bare breasts 
bounced heavily, and | started sucking her 
right tit. | circled her stiffening nipple with 


"Never mind the menu. I'll just have a cup of coffee and a straw.” 
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my tongue, and | heard her moan sensu- 
ously, Licking my way down her firm 
stomach, | stopped long enough to unsnap 
her pants and slide them off. She wore no 
panties, and | could smell the enticing 
aroma of her steaming pussy as | buried 
my face between her thighs. 

She shivered and wrapped her lithe legs 
about my neck. | stroked her slit rapidly, 
and suddenly she clamped her legs tight 
around my head. and | felt her whole body 
gyrate as she wildly climaxed. Her love 
juice flooded my face, and | lapped it up 
hungrily. When her flow stopped, | raised 
my head and smiled at her, Chris's face 
glistened with perspiration, and her hands 
were clenched at her side, but a blissful 
smile covered her face. 

| rose to my Knees, and she quickly knelt 
down and freed my throbbing cock. It im- 
mediately sprang to its full eight inches, 
and she gently cupped my balls in her 
hands. She began licking the head and 
slowly licked the entire length of it. Then 
she proceeded to suck it into her mouth 
from head to balls. 

Increasing her speed and suction, she 
passionately deep-throated my dick, stop- 
ping only to say that it was the best thing 
she had had to eat since her last peach 
melbaa. | felt a familiar surge of fire begin in 
my balls and race through my dick, and 
then | erupted into her mouth. She sucked 
harder and swallowed, never allowing one 
drop of jism to escape from her mouth. 

| collapsed on top of her, and we began 
kissing again. | could see Damien lying on 
his back, his ten-inch cock driving in and 
out of Jill as she lowered and raised her 
dripping cunt on and off it. Norm and Sue 
were engaged in a furious sixty-nine, and | 
watched Norm's tongue flicking eagerly in 
and out of Sue's steaming clit. 

This pleasure session lasted until every- 
one was exhausted, and then the girls 
left—but not before they left their address- 
es, phone numbers, and an invitation to 
visit them in the summer. Needless to say. 
you know where we'll be spending our va- 
cation. Kentucky, here we come!—R. L., 
Erie, Pa 


“Hard Interview” 
| am a senior at a small eastern university, 
and | have recently been trying to obtain 
employment from some large companies 
through the school’s placement service. 
It's a big hassle but a very important pro- 
cess unless you want to be pumping gas 
when you get out of college. Normally, it's all 
very dull and proper, and you have to be 
very deferential if the interviewer is going to 
develop an interest in you. After a few 
weeks of interviews, | was rapidly becom- 
ing disgusted and disillusioned by the 
farce that the procedure had become. 
One day last week, however, completely 
changed my attitude and altered my view- 
point. | dressed more casually than usual; 
and as | entered the interview room, | was 
pleased and surprised to see my first 
female interviewer. After the routine ques- 
tions, | decided to become more aggres- 


sive and to enjoy the experience, even if it 
cost me a possible job. So | remarked to 
Linda (the red-headed interviewer's name) 
that she was too attractive to be stuck in a 
dull job like this day in and day out. | also 
said that if she needed some local recrea 


tion after hours, she only had to look me up 

With this remark, a surprised look 
crossed her face, and she started to look 
me over from head to toe, as if | were a 
piece of beef in a supermarket. Then she 
said, ‘All these guys | meet in the intervi 
act like such stuffed shirts. It's really dis 
gusting. Some of them look like such studs 
and | only wish they'd relax and act natura 
Well, | think it’s time | partook of one of your 
school's really important ass + Prick- 
head. You look like you've got a big one 

With this last statement, she quickly 
locked the door and removed her blouse 
Enormous tits spilled out in front of my hun- 
gry eyes and appeared to be at least 38Ds! 
| was still in a state of shock as she peeled 
off her pants and underwear to reveal a red 
bush and gorgeous legs. “Now it's time for 
you to interview me,” she said as she tug- 
ged off my s and pants, tearing them as 
she hurried 

Well, don't just sit there with that hard 
rod, interview me!" she said. | grabbed her 
and started to suck those massive boobs 
while | fingered her clit. After about five 
minutes of this pleasure, she begged me to 
ram my eight-inch statement of manhood 
into her juicy, ripe pussy. | gladly obliged 
and was enveloped in ecstasy for about 
fifteen minutes until | remembered some 
body was outside. waiting for an interview. 
Therefore, | increased the intensity of my 
strokes until we both flew into a wild climax 
| must have come for about thirty onds 
as | pumped her cunt with my juic 

As | hurriedly dressed and prepared to 
leave, she said, “If more students were 
Studs like you, I'd interview men twenty- 
four hours a day.” With that, she gave me a 
big wel kiss, her business card, and an 
appointment to visit her company. (As itis a 
top Fortune 500 firm, | will not name it here 
for discretionary reasons.) | came out of the 
room not only with disheveled clothes but 
also with a big smile, to the amazement of 
the next interview candidate, who never did 
figure out what had gone on inside 

So, all you college men, don't worry 
about interviews; just enjoy them And be 
sure to indicate your most vital statistic on 
your résumé.—J. F, Bethlehem, Pa 


How Swede it is! 
| have been one of your avid readers for 
many years and would like to relate an ex- 
perience worthy of “Forum 
Approximately two and a half years ago, | 
was working as a police officer in a famous 
ski resort in the Colorado Rockies. When | 
first went to work, | was informed by the 
veteran” officers of the fantastic opportu: 
nities for sexual adventures. Although most 
of the officers were married, like me, almost 
all were involved in various escapades. 
Even more amazing to me was the realiza 
tion that so much of the activity took place 


A&C Classics 
can't be imitated. 


What makes| 
A&C Classics so 
special? Maybe it's 
the generous shape. 
Or the blend of 
aged, rich-tasting 
tobaccos. Or the 
Specially selected 
dark, natural leaf 
imported wrapper. 
One thing is for 
sure—there’s only 
one beautiful smok-} 
ing experience. 
A&C Classics. 
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on duty—unthinkable in my previous de- 
partment in California. One officer even 
kept a twenty-foot motor home parked be- 
hind the fire station for “emergencies” (ap- 
parently, he had had lots of "hot" times in it). 

For the first few months | kept my nose 
clean. | felt | was not the “type” to cheat on 
my wife, In July the summer season was in 
full swing, and the bars and nightclubs 
were alive with activity. | spent much of my 
patrol time in the evenings doing “bar 
checks'—which allowed me to talk with 
friends and check out the hundreds of 
beautiful women. 

On one particular night | was making a 
“bar check" inmy favorite spot, a basement 
nightclub, when | noticed an attractive lady 
checking me out. She was blonde, about 
thirty years old (I was twenty-five at the 
time), with a great smile and a fantastic pair 
of tits. | was miffed by her attention, as | 
consider myself of average looks, though | 
do have a tall, 200-pound frame. | thought 
that perhaps | had spilled something on my 
shirt. Just then she got up from her table 
and walked up to me. She introduced her- 
self as Janet (not her real name) and asked 
me if | really was a police officer (that's a 
common question for tourists, because our 
uniforms were "low key" in a western style). 
| replied yes, and we engaged in some 
small talk. 

Realizing | had been in the nightclub too 
long, | invited Janet to do “foot patrol” with 
me, | took her on the “nickel” tour, which 


included the house the president stayed at 
on his many visits, On the way back to my 
patrol car, | finally summoned the courage 
to take her in my arms and kiss her. She 
responded with an excitement | had not 
anticipated. She kissed me ravenously, 
with her tongue probing the recesses of my 
mouth, and her body grinding against mine 
with incredible intensity. | suggested that 
we move our activities to my patrol car, 
which | drove to a little-used access road 
high up the mountain and overlooking the 
town, 

The town government was kind enough 
to provide its police department with 
front-wheel drive Swedish cars with fully 
reclining heated bucket seats, and now for 
the first time | was to appreciate the town's 
generosity. | took her in my arms and was 
immediately consumed in her firestorm of 
passion, | kept thinking to myself “This 
can't be real” as we slowly began to remove 
our clothes, no easy task in the front seat of 
a small patrol car. 

The effort was rewarded, however, when | 
removed her bra, and her breasts gushed 
forth surrounding my face with warm, sen- 
suous flesh. Her body quivered and shook 
as | cupped, fondled, and kissed those 
luscious mounds. /\s | nibbled on her en- 
larged nipples, she began to shudder and 
moan softly in my ear. | removed her pants, 
and her breathing became heavy with an- 
ticipation. | discarded her panties, which 
were soaked with her love juices and re- 


"Go with this, J.R., and you'll sew up the youth market overnight!" 
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vealed her exquisite blonde ‘bush, from 
which emitted the sweet odor that had 
begun to permeate the interior of the patrol 
car. 

At this time | had the good sense to grab 
the radio mike and tell the dispatcher | 
would be on “code seven,” and not in radio 
contact. After | set the mike down, | realized 
the dispatcher might have heard Janet's 
excited breathing in the background. but 
suddenly it didn't seem to matter as | went 
back to enjoying my “code seven.” | could 
feel the warm nectar oozing from her honey 
pot and flowing down her legs as we strug- 
gled with my gun belt in an effort to pull off 
my pants. We finally met with success, but 
my gun and assorted equipment were 
strewn about the passenger compartment 

Janet had me lie on my back on the 
passenger seat while she straddled my 
rigid member with her superb legs and 
lowered herself on to it. As she guided my 
cock into her warm and juicy love tunnel, 
she began to moan softly and move her 
vaginal muscles in a way | had never betore 
experienced. | felt as if my cock were being 
massaged with a warm, wet sponge. We 
slowly began to build up to a strong rhythm 
while she continued to milk my cock with 
her cunt. We began to buck wildly, and | 
could fee! her shudder as if struck by an 
earthquake, | could not hold back any 
longer, and | shot my wad deep into her. 

Needless to say, | took a long “code sev- 
en” that night, for we went on for almost two 
hours. When | returned to the station at the 
end of my shift, the lady dispatcher took 
one look at my disheveled appearance and 
gave me a Sly. knowing grin as | hurried to 
the officer's room to wrap up my activity 
report (it was hard to explain a two-hour 
“code seven’). As | left, she gave me a 
wink, and | waved good night and hurried 
away, anxious to return to my new lover for 
some wild lovemaking, which lasted almost 
to dawn. —R.B., Orange, Calif 


Good golly, Miss Molly! 

| have been reading your magazine for 
several years now, and | never took the let- 
ters seriously until a recent incident 
changed my mind. | don't know how many 
freshmen at Bowling Green State Univer- 
sity have as much fun in the showers as | 
lately did, when | found a new way of com- 
ing clean 

First, let me explain the preliminaries of 
this adventure. | have been seeing Deb for 
about two months now, and it seems that 
every week she has been getting more 
possessive, She thought that | had roving 
eyes for Molly. who lives next door to her. 
Little did | know that Deb had devised one 
fantastic way of finding out for sure. 

Last weekend, when Deb's roommate 
went home, we decided that | should 
spend two bliss{ul days alone with Deb in 
her dormitory room. We had a case of beer 
and a few joints.of Colombian to last us tor 
the duration. We started drinking and 
smoking early Friday night, and by eleven | 
had to pee. The only men’s room is down on 
the first floor; and since Deb lives on the 


~ thitd floor, she said she'd clear out the bath- 
room so that | could use it. n 

She went in the door and came out a 
minute later, saying it was empty. Since this 
is standard procedure here at B.G.S.U., 
Deb stood outside to make sure that no one 
came in. | went in to relieve myself, and in 
the middie of it | heard a shower being 
turned on, | thought it was just Deb being 
playful; so | walked into the shower room. 
There was Molly in all her gorgeous splen- 
dor! | thought Deb: had an ample figure; but 
when | saw Molly standing there under the 
warm, running water, it was like a dream 
come true! 

Her heavy, white tits were firm and 
capped with rosebud nipples, and the 
water dripping off made them glisten. | fol- 
lowed the water down her belly with my 
eyes and saw that her blonde bush was 
thick against her pubis. She was running 
her fingers playfully over her abdomen and 
sliding her smooth thighs together, while 
staring at me invitingly. 

| momentarily lost my breath and, torget- 
ting that Deb was standing outside the 
door, walked up to Molly. She put her arms 
around my neck. kissing me and guiding 
my hand to her slippery cunt. My fingers 
slid in, and her hand went down to my 
rapidly rising cock, rubbing my mound 
through the soaked jeans, 

“These have to come off,” she said and 
started unbuttoning my shirt, kissing and 
licking as she undid each button. My shirt 


dropped to the ceramic floor, and she un- 
snapped my very preppie Levi straights. 
The zipper needed no coaxing, as |t was 
about to burst from the swelling of my prick. 
She pulled down my sopping pants and 
underwear, and her pink tongue went direc- 
tly to my erect shaft. 

| grasped her silky head and sharply 
pushed it down. She tongued me unt! | was 
about to climax and then pulled me down to 
the floor. | mounted her slick body, and we 
rolled under the steam shower. | was pump- 
ing the hell out of Molly when Deb walked 
in. clad in her bathrobe. | instantly shot my 
load into Molly, who came violently. 

Without saying a word, Deb untied her 
robe and let it fall to her feet ina heap. She 
walked toward us, squeezing her tits. “Let 
me help,” she said and squatted near my 
head. | pulled out of Molly and started to 
eat out Deb's Jove-juice-soaked pussy. 

| was lying on my back under Deb, and 
Molly knelt down and again proceeded to 
suck me off, fingering my butt ina staccato 
rhythm. With my limber tongue flicking 
around her clitoris, Deb shook violently and 
came in shudders of joy. | followed soon 
after, and we all rolled around on the slip- 
pery floor. 

Finally, we got up and soaped each other 
amidst the steamy hotness. After a sensual 
rubbing with Molly's towel, we went back to 
Deb's room and continued drinking and 
fucking all night. | later found out from Deb 
that she and Molly had had the whole water 
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“Trust me, Tom. |'ve got 
thirty years of experience and three martinis under my belt!” 


38 PENTHOUSE 


show planned (| was wondering what Molly 
was doing taking a shower at eleven 
o'clock on a Friday night!), and that they 
had enjoyed it even more than | had. 

We tried again ta get the showers to our- 
selves the next night, but our luck had run 
out. Today, when | came back to my dorm 
and took a shower, | wondered if any of the 
guys noticed the smile on my face. Who 
knows what new method of lovemaking we 
will find the next time Deb's roommate 
leaves for the weekend? —Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Beck and call 
| am a senior in college, and | decided to 
spend my last summer vacation doing just 
that —taking a vacation. | went to visit a 
friend | have known for many years. Tom. He 
and his wite, Susan, own a house in a small 
town in Pennsylvania 

On my second night there they invited 
their next-door neighbor, Becky, over to 
play cards. When she walked in, | had all | 
could do to keep from staring al her She 
had on a tight-fitting shirt and no bra. It 
looked as if her breasts were aching to be 
feleased trom the confines of her ‘shirt. 
Needless to say, | was aching to do the 
releasing. She also wore a pair of very 
skimpy shorts, which did little to conceal 
her small, round ass 

As she walked toward me, | gazed at her 
crotch and could see the crack in her 
pussy. It was as though she were wearing 
nothing at all, During the course of the eve- 
ning, Becky told me that her husband had a 
job that required him to be away a lot of the 
time, as he would be for the next six days. 
As the game was breaking up. Tom men- 
tioned that he and Susan had to go away for 
the weekend the following day. He asked 
Becky to make sure that | wasn't bored 


while they were gone. She then looked at 


me and gave me a smile and assured him 
that she would make-sure | stayed happy. 

| got a call from Becky the next day, invit- 
ing me to go for a swim in her pool. When | 
got there, she had just emerged trom it, Sne 
lay down on her back and asked me to put 
suntan oil on her. | started on her shoulders 
and upper chest and moved my way down 
to those luscious thirty-six-inch tits. She 
told me to make sure that | got it all over her 
so that she wouldn't burn, As she said this, 
her hand brushed my prick, which was al- 
ready stretching the confines of my bathing 
suit. 

I started to caress her tits with oil, slowly 
pulling the top of ner bikini down to expose 
more and more of their creamy whiteness. | 
could see her nipples becoming erect. As 
my fingers slipped down to brush against 
them. she let outa moan anda shiver. | then 
moved to her legs and slowly started work- 
ing up to her thighs. which she gently 
parted as my hands began working in that 
area. As | rubbed closer and closer to her 
pussy. her hips started to move up and 
down. | pushed her suit to the side, reveal- 
ing a beautiful completely shaven. pussy. 
As | gently caressed her. she said. “Rub oil 
over my cunt and down my clit 
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These Cadillacs love 
the low price of Subaru. 
They say they haven't seen 
a price as nice since the 
days of the wet head. 

They also love the 
front wheel drive, the rack 
and pinion steering and the 
fact that steel belted radials 
are standard. 

And the great gas 
mileage Subaru delivers 
keeps these rock 'n rollers 
rolling along. 
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This Subaru 2 Door fia " : 
Sedan deliversan estimated “~= ~& we 
41 highway mpg and 9 estimated 


city mpg using lower cost regular gas. (In Calif., it's 36 estimated hwy. and @3) 
estimated city mpg using unleaded)* 

What's more, Subaru is built to become a golden oldie. And that’s music to 
everyone's ears. 

For your nearest Subaru dealer call 800-243-6000 toll free. 
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SUBARU INEXPENSIVE. AND BUILT TO STAY THAT WAY. 


*1979 EPA estimates for 4 speed manual transmission Use estimated city mpg for comparisons. Your mileage may ditfer Sepending on driving speed. weather conditions and 
trip length. Actual hwy, mileage will probably be less than hwy. lia erie city ienileage: yu bales in heavy traffic. ‘In Conn., call 1-800-882-6500. Continental U.S, only. 
ubaru of America, Inc., 197 


ee he tar tne 


=Seee ne 


Marlboro 


LIGHTS 


: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


, That Cigarette Smok Jealth. ce 
oa Kags 17 fig “iar “0 nicotine av. per Cigarette; FIC fegon May'78 g oking Is Dangerous to Your Healt kt 
pee 100's: 12 mg*'tar;"0.8 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC Methods x) 


| didn't even notice when she took her top 
off; but when | looked up, her breasts were 
covered with oil and heaving up and down 
Her hands were forcefully squeezing then 
and pinching her nipples. forcing them to 
become even more erect. Then | put my 
head between her legs, and my lips and 
tongue began to work on that bare, slick 
pussy. She wrapped her legs around my 
head, pulling me even closer. Heavily, she 
said, “Nibble my clit. O God, stick your long 
tongue inside me. Eat my bare pussy. O 
God." With that, her back arched, and | 
could feel the waves of orgasm pulsating 
through her body. 

By now the juices were starting to come 
out of the end of my prick. | stripped off my 
suit and straddled her, placing my prick 


good-looking as you.” 

| could feel Bobby's stare as | walked 
toward the house, mt it began to excite 
me, because he was a good-looking kid 
Alter lunch Bobby came out to swim, and it 
was my turn to stare—he was really built 
well, and judging from the bulge in the 
bikini-type swimsuit he had on, he was well 
hung for his age. He said he was on the 
swim team at school and challenged me to 
a race, with the loser having to rub suntan 
oil on the winner 

Although |m a good swimmer. Bobby 
beat me and climbed out onto the side of 
the pool so that | could rub As| 
rubbed oil on his chest and stomach, he 
started rubbing my thigh and said, “You 
know, if we didn't have these swimsuits on 


aon him 


Bobby buried his face and tongue in my 
pussy, | licked and sucked on his prick 
Every time he was about to come, | would 
squeeze lis cock and take his balls in my 
mouth until he calmed down a little. It 
wasn t long before his licking my cunt and 
clit brought me to a fantastic orgasm 
Bobby got on top, and | wrapped my legs 
around his waist as he began to fuck me for 
all he was worth, It was beautilul to waten 
his young, athletic naked body and to see 


his virgin cock sliding in and out of my 
pussy. Bobby soon came, and | climaxed 
only a few seconds later We just lay there 


Since it 


with Bobby's cock up my pussy 
was still rock hard, | decided to put it to 
good use 

I told him to follow 


me to the diving Doard 


between her large, r 
well-oiled ti Her 
hands squeezed her 
tits around my cock 
As | thrust up and 
down, her mouth was 


able to reach the 
head of my cock as it 
pushed out between 
her breasts. As my 
thrusts increased in 
speed, she said 
“Shoot it into my 
mouth and on my 


face. | wantto feel the 
come squirt out the 
end of your stiff rod 
Then | started shoot- 
ing, and it seemed < 
if 'd never stop. She 
hungrily sucked my 
cock dry. 

Needless lo say, 
this was the start of 
the best summer va- 
cation | have ever 
had.—Name and 
address withheld 


Avid Bobby-sitter 

This past summer all | 
wanted to do was 
relax and gel a good 
tan, so | bought the 
liniest string bikini | 
could find. | worked 
out a deal with the 


MOUNT GAY DIST! 


BLENDED AND EXPORTED | By). 
STILL 


and to sit 
end, with his leg 
wrapped 
board 
toward the water. | 
then 


pussy 


near the 


inder the 


ind his back 


lowered my 
down on his 
cock, which was still 
standing straight uf 
With both my legs 
wrapped under the 
board for balance, | 
began to rock us up 
and down as Bobby 
would thrust up with 
his hips. The rocking 
of the board felt great 
as we began to fuck 
to the rhythm of the 
motion of the diving 
Cute Bobby 
t, and 
we kept up the motior 
board until | 
came in a colossal 
orgasm 
With all tr 
we had both 
up a sweat, so we 
jumped into the 


board 
climaxed firs 


of the 


is action 


worked 


pool 
and swam nude tor 
the rest of the 
noon. Bobby 
Ost his hard-on. and | 
got a great kick frorr 
seeing him doing 
dives off the diving 


itter- 


never 
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next-door neighbors whereby | could use 
their pool during the day while they were at 
work and all | had to do was answer all the 
phone calls and fix lunch for their teenage 
son, Bobby. That was no chore because he 
is as hunky as a boy could possibly be 
The first week was really peaceful. | gota 
few phone calls and barely caught a 
glimpse of Bobby each morning before he 
took off to go skateboarding, | was gelling 
a great tan. One day, during the second 
week, Bobby came cruising into his back- 
yard on his skateboard and asked about 
some lunch. As | got up to go fix lunch, 
Bobby was really giving me a visual exam- 
ination. | said, "What's the matter? Haven't 
you ever seen a girl in a bikini before?” He 
grinned and said, “Sure, but never one as 


42 PENTHOUSE 


we could get a tan all over” | thought to 
myself, What the hell! It's time he learned 
about sex. And besides, | havent had : 
since | broke up with my 
weeks ago 

The pool was very secluded: so we had 
no fear of being seen. | pulled off his brets 
and began to suck < 
Within seconds he had 
than six which stood straight up 
against his belly | reached back and untied 
my top while he was pulling down the bot 
tom of my bikini. | straddled him; and while 
he licked and sucked on my tits, | appled 
suntan oil to one finger and eased jt up Ms 
burn. Then | stroked his cock and balls with 
the other hand. In a few minutes | turned 
around to the sixty-nine position; and while 


boyinend six 


on his beautiful cock 
a hard-on of more 


inches 


board, with his cock Standing straight up 

Bobby may be young, but he makes up 
for his youth in energy and stamina. | loved 
to watch him jack off and 
shooting oul of the little hole at the end of 


to see his come 


his cock, but the best feeling was the way 
the sun felton our bodies, while ms cock 
glided in and out of my pussy and | ofter 
grabbed his firm ass with my hands. It was 
a greal summer, to say the least, When | get 
home from college next summer, I'll be 
using their pool and baby-sitting —or 
should | say Bobby-siting —again, —P J 

Waco, Tex 
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The first choice of those 
who refuse to settle for second-best. 


The true audio perfectionists are those 
who demand state-of-the-art perform- 
ance from every part of their system 
For these trend setters, second-best 
just won't do. 

At TDK we co 
perfectionists, too, s 5 
to know that TDK SA 2 r 
one selling cassette to these critical 
listeners, 

Perfectionists demand the best 
possible sound quality. SA is the high 


manufacturer: 
the factory to 
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Perfectionists appreciate tech- 
nological superiorit advanced 
cobalt-adsorbed ferric oxide 
particle formulation made it the 
world’s first non-chrome high bias 
te. And many parts of it 

s its 

double hub clamp and bubble surface 


st on reliability, 


K was first 
with a full lifetime warranty*—more 
than 10 years ago. 

You may not be an audio perfec- 
tionist; you may not be able to afford 


an ultimate, -no-object stereo sys- 
tem. But it’s comforting to know you 

n get better performance from your 
present em by using the tape you'd 
buy even if you had a million to 
spend—TDK SA. TDK Electronics 


The machine for your machine. 


You're looking at the actual size of three small sonic 
wonders. The Micro Series by Technics. 

Their size, design and elegance are simply amazing. Yet 
even more amazing is how Technics combined micro tech- 
nology with our own brand of audio know-how to prove 
components no longer have to be big and bulky to sound big 
and beautiful. 

Take our SE-CO1 DC power amp. Instead of gigantic 
capacitors and a massive transformer, you'll find a high- 
speed switching power supply. Its filter capacitors recharge 
40,000 times every second instead of the usual 120, 
making them smaller and more efficient at providing pure 
operating DC. This innovative pulse power supply not only 
enabled us to use a micro power transformer, it also added 
to the SE-CO1's sonic excellence. 

SE-CO1 


Continuous power 
per channel 
into 8 ohms, 

20 Hz ~ 20 kHz 


Signelto Total Harmonic 


Distortion 


Total Harmonic 
Distortion 


Phono Signal to 
Noise Ratio 


So does direct coupling. Because when coupling capacitors 
are eliminated, nice things happen. Like a deep, tight bass. 
All the way down to DC (0 Hz). Bass can’t get any deeper. 

With an amplifier this accurate, you want power meters 
that measure up to it. 12 LED’s per channel provide true 
peak-power indication and extremely fast attack time. 

Another big surprise is the Micro Series SU-CO1 pre- 
amp. It’s one preamp, but it works like two. Because it has a 
built-in pre-preamp for moving coil cartridges. Most pre- 
amps don’t. Most preamps don’t give you gold-alloy-plated 
connections, either. We do, to maximize signal transfer. 

The SU-CO! delivers a phono S/N ratio that goes far 
beyond the word quiet, 94 dB (MM input). And when it 
comes to 0.005% distortion (3V output), the word inaudible 
takes on a special meaning. So do tonal accuracy and 
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Stereo/Mono DC Power Amplifier SE-C01 


volume 


dynamic range, especially with tight RIAA equalization of 

0.2 dB. And enough headroom to handle 200 mV signals 
without overload distortion. 

To add the finishing touch to the Micro Series, there’s the 
ST-COI tuner. Not only does it give you great FM specs, 
it gives you great FM sound. And that’s a big achievement, 
considering its small size. 

Two RF stages with 4-pole, dual-gate junction FETs 
boost sensitivity while Technics-developed flat group delay 
filters provide high selectivity and low distortion. And for a 
beautifully defined stereo image, there’s a phase-locked- 
loop IC in the MPX section. 

The ST-CO1 is a breeze to tune. Instead of conventional 
separate tuning meters, the center<of-channel indicator is 
on the tuning dial where it’s easy to see. Two LED arrows 
point you in the right direction for fine tuning. When both 
arrows disappear, you're perfectly tuned. 

To keep you perfectly tuned, Active Servo Lock (ASL) fol- 
lows the FM signal, so even if the signal drifts, reception won't. 

Experience the Micro Series. Once you do, you'll agree: 
The big thing about them is definitely not their small size. 
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tape monitor selector 


@ source phono MM 
= tape tuner phono MC 
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DC power amplifier 
with pulse power supply and 
high - speed power indicators 
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southern university that | attend. 

Sometimes, late in the evening, | study in 
the study areas of the library, especially in 
an out-of-the-way corner on the third floor. 
because it is usually quieter and easier to 
study there. I'd been hitting the books for 
quite some time when | noticed a nice- 
looking blonde wearing gym shorts and a 
T-shirt. A moment later she walked over to 
the table where | was working and asked if 
it would disturb me if she sat down. Natu- 
rally, | assured her that she wouldn't bother 
me a bit. As she sat down, | could tell that 
she wasn't wearing a bra. While she spread 
out her books, we both agreed that we 
could find something else we would rather 
be doing than studying, but since we were 
here, we'd better get back at it 

Forty-five minutes later we were the only 
ones left in the study area. | continued to 
cram for my exam until | thought | heard a 
moan. | looked up, and the girl slowly ran 
her tongue over the most beautiful lips | 
have ever seen, | continued to watch her as 
she slid down in her chair and slipped both 
hands inside her gym shorts. By this time 
my cock was really beginning to get hard, 
and | could tell that she was also getting 
hot. All | had on my mind was getting those 
shorts off and getting my cock inside her. 

| motioned for her to come around to my 
side of the table and to sit down on the 
edge. When she sat down, she kicked off 
her thongs, and we both looked around to 
be sure that the coast was clear. | guess we 
both knew what was going to happen next 
and that it might be risky, but we were all 
alone—at least for the moment. 

She raised herself up on the table, and | 
helped her slip off her shorts and the tiniest 
pair of panties | had ever seen, She put her 
bare feet on the edge and then slid her 
body up to the very edge of the table and 
pulled her knees up to her small breasts. | 
kissed her and reached down and parted 
her pussy lips with my fingers and then 
slipped two fingers inside what had to be 
the wettest, hottest cunt ever. My cock was 
bulging in my jeans and just begging to get 
out. After fingering her several times and 
massaging her clit, | looked around again 
to make sure that we were not being 
watched, and then | dropped my jeans to 
my ankles. She reached down and spread 
her pussy lips and helped guide my throb- 
bing cock inside her. | pushed in and out 
until she made a moan that | thought every- 
one in the library must have heard. Sec- 
onds later | began to climax and spurt my 
hot come deep inside her. 

We remained coupled several more sec- 
onds, and then | pulled out. She grabbed 
her shorts and | pulled up my jeans only 
moments before one of the student library 
assistants appeared from nowhere. We 
grabbed our books and were leaving when 
the library assistant told us the library was 
closing and we would have to go 

When we got outside, | asked the girl her 
name, which she said was Suzanne. | got 
her phone number and said | hoped we 
could get together soon and study again 
Since then we've been pretty steady, but 


nothing could ever 


at the excitement | 


felt at our first meeting.—R.B., Birming 
ham, Ala 

Jock and Jill 

As a first-quarter lege student at a 


California 


encounters 


college, I'd like to relate some 


f virile male 


ate. ma aged 
eighteen, and hung nearly the same, expe 
riencing the joy and sorrow of first quarter 
collegiate life 

My sorrow stemmed trom the tact that | 
had been assigned to an all-male dorm. My 
ecstasy. | soon discovered. lay inthe form of 
the only all-fernale dorm | 
The 200 odd fe 


acreation of 


ycated next door 


vales living there provide 


arious forms for the 


| play soccer and enjoy athletics 


mmensely 


of late begun, to 


enjoy athletes | will now explain 


| met Joanna, a tennis-playing tive-feet- 


nine brunette, over a poor excuse for lunch 
on her suggestion (‘Let's eat 
out’), the fare seemed more favorable. We 
spent almost four minutes in ripping our 
Joanna 
has long, sensuous legs leading to one of 
the finest asses ever to grace this school 
counted for 
ved from parting those 
smooth thighs and enjoying the tas- 
tiest beaver I'd 


However 


lothes off once inside her room 


The love of sports obviously ac 


the delight | de 


firm 


enjoyed in a good long 


> soon discovered my meat 
Ww d no time in applying her skills to it 
Intermittently stroking forehand and then 
backhand, she drove me wild as | furiously 
aie her pussy. Soon | simply had to get 
inside her and demonstrate my “strokes 
My now-engorged member thrust mightily 
between those tanned thighs time and time 
again, Her juices tlowed down my legs, and 
Joanna began shuddering in waves of or 


and 


gasmic delight 

We both climaxed and lay together 
catching our breath for a short while, when 
suddenly Ann, her roommate, walked in 
axemplifies the Southern California 
beach-babe type that 
ranked among the top female divers in the 


Ann 
except she |s 
world. Her physique excites one as being 
turgid yet creamy soft: blonde and baby 
truly attentior 


She seemed relatively unperturbed 


blue-eyed, she warranted 
abaut 
finding us in bed but put her books down 
and jeft the room. Joanna decided to 
shower and scurried off with a towel cling- 
ing to her shapely buns 

| wrapped a sheet around me and got up 


lo gather my things. Ann returned to put on 


some music and relax, It took me severa 
that Ann had no under 
As the sheet immediately in front 
| managed to ask her about 
diving. She complained of tired and sore 


muscles, and | offered to massage then 


minutes to notice 


wear on 


of me rose 


One thing led tc and soon | found 
myself exploring the firm flesh of her ath- 
body, She jumped in immediately 
slowly tonguing my balls while stroking my 
shaft. My tongue wandered over her thighs 
up the leg and began nibbling her clit and 
major labial lips, Her hips began gyrating 


CONTINUED ON F 


another 


letic 


THE FUTURE 


Konica 


Konica FS-1. 
Get better pictures automatically 
through the miracle of electronics. 


Konica makes camera history —again 

The futuristic Konica FS-1is a 
35mm compact single lens reflex 
camera that makes It easier to shoot 
perfect pictures the professional way. 
For the expert or the novice, the Konica 
FS-1 features state-of-the-art elec- 
tronics that provides unprecedented 
automation via a central processing 
computer system 

The new Konica FS-1 is a major 
step into the future. far ahead of any 
camera in the 35mm field. Autoloading 
Konica FS-1 loads itself! Autostart 
Konica FS-1 automatically advances the 
tilm to frame #1, ready to shoot! Auto- 
advance: take your picture; the Konica 
FS-1 advances the film to the next frame 
automatically. Autoexposure: the amaz- 
ing shutter-priority FS-1 sets the proper 


exposure for the brightest sunlight or 
deepest shade. Autoflash: the com- 
panion Konica X-24 Electronic Flash 
locks into the Konica FS-1 computer 
for correctly exposed flash pictures 

The Konica FS-1 accommodates 
all of the extensive range of currently 
available Hexanon Automatic 
lenses, and a large system of 
accessories 

There's never been a 
camera like the Konica 
FS-1. It's the camera of 
the future available 
today at your 
photo dealer. 


Taste three 
exquisite 
tobaccos. 


And one 
magnificent 
secret. 


Imported Sail Aromatic smokes 
so smooth and easy for a number 
of very good reasons. There's the 
specially selected Burley, Virginia 
and Latakia tobaccos from 
around the world. And just as im- 
portant there's the 150 year old 
secret formula for blending them 
together to produce the easiest 
smoking Cavendish blend you'll 
ever pack in a pipe. Try imported 
Sail Aromatic or one of the other 
distinctive Sail styles — Regular, 
Light Aromatic, and Natural 


Imported from Holland 
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Seana » 


ri 


= hetween reader 


is 4 serious chiai¢ and editors concerning the 


Ihe Editor. Send t 


Penthouse Feedback, Penthouse 
not nece: 


Letters for or publication should carry name and address 


SEDER 


Fidel firsthand 
| read your interview with Fidel Castro in the 
December 1978 issue of Penthouse, | am of 
Cuban nationality, now an American citi- 
zen, and in the United States Navy. | am 
twenty years old and lett the island in 1961, 
when | was three years old, with my mother 
and younger brother About a year before 
we left the island, my father was taken pris- 
along with some of his tnends, My 
fathers was “counterrevolutionary 
actions. What really made me angry about 
the article was one answer Castro gave the 
interview saying that torture was not 
used in Cuba. To this | say bullshit over and 
over again 

My father, while knew of many 
incidents of fellow prisoners being tortured 
| Know of one incident that happened to my 
father, and while it could not technically be 
termed 
old bamboo-sticks-under-the-lingernalls 
trick, |! was nonetheless brutal treatment 
physically and psychologically 

In 1961, just betore we lelt the island. my 
grandmother went on her monthly trip to the 
Isle of Pines, where political prisoners were 
at the time 
things to my father. She had the tood, along 
with some photos of my brother and me, in 
a basket. She got inside the prison, and the 
guards went through all the procedures of 
search. To me, that 


oner 
crime 


in prison 


torture’ in the sense of the good 


kept to deliver some food and 


n itself is degrading 

to search an old wornan. Alter finding the 
photos in the basket, the guard told my 
grandmother that she would not be allowed 
in with the photos. My grandmother is a 
very hardheaded woman, and she very po 
litely told him that the photos were only of 
children and not an escape plan, By this 
father had been brought into the 
room and was 
guard went for my grandmother's 


time my 
watching the scene. As the 
basket 
she pushed him away and told him that he 
should keep his dirty Communist hands off 
her and her basket, that he had searched it 
once and that was enough. The quard pro- 
ceeded toward her and the basket once 
more, this time pushing her and taking the 
basket. My lather, watching this, could not 
tolerate such insolence of the guards to- 
ward a lady, particularly his motherin-law. 
He ran toward the guard, pushed 
aside, got the basket, and gave it back to 
my grandmother He told guard to 
apologize to her but meanwhile two other 
guards who had been watching came over 


him 


(he 


and grabbed him. The guard he had 
pushed gol up, grabbed his gun. and hit 
my father with it several times, causing 


three broken ribs and a bloody eye 
My father rose and again told the guard 


10 apologize to my granamotner. Again the 
guard hit him with the butt of his rifle, and 
this time my father passed out. The other 
two guards picked hum up and carried him 
back to his cell. My grandmother was sent 
home, on his candition 


ve medical 


with no information 
till much later He never did rece! 
treatment 

ment 


l agree that the past Cuban goverr 


may have been very c 


y corrupt. but at least the 


people had their choice of where to live and 


eal, when to go oul and where. You ever 
Nad the nghtto become rich, if you had the 
nght incentive and attitude like Castr 

own father, a bad example but an example 


nonetheless 


| have orily one thing to say to Mr Fide 
Castro; “Man, did you pick the wrong sice 
to help you in your so-called revolutior 


Inat it ne t 
sistance from the United States rather than 
from Russia, Cuba today would Nave beer 
ne of the wealthiest nations inthe Western 
Hemispnere 


seriously beliav 414, SOUgNI! as 


Penthouse should run an interview wilt 
someone in the exiled Cuban community in 
Miami, Fla. This way you can get the other 
side of the coin, because | for one, am sick 
of listening to or reading about that un 


scrupulous monster He is always 


about how well the revolution is going, If 


lies 


!is going so well, tell me why, alter eigh 
teen years, all of the following probleme 
exist’ food rationing, gasoline snortaqe 
automobile shortages, clothing and hou 
ng shortages, and. last but not least, bi 
lions and billions of dollars worth oft debt 
to the Soviet Union 

Thank you. Penthouse. tor allawing me to 
yet this off my chest. Just remember: | 
could never nave writen this in Cuba and 
gotten away with it F< S. Navy 
Charleston, S.¢ 
More on Minetree 
Henry Minetree’s interview witty Joshua 
Nkomo (January 1979) caught my eye. as 


spent several months traveling throughout 
Rhodesia last year | was determined to see 


this country before it deteriorated. like 
Zambia and Angola. as a result of “libera 
tion. | was amazed to find the country stil 


quite intact and thriving. despite the pre 
sures of sanctions and an ever-escalating 
war The Rhodesian secunty torces, 80 
percent black (and all volunieers), do a 
tramendous job of ensuring ine satety of 
visitors and residents while traveling and 
ightseeing 

Joshua Nkomo is referred to. as the “baby 
butcher” because fis terrorists concen 


trate on soft targets, such as unarmed Atri 


IMPORTED AND BOTTLED BY FRED L. MYERS & SON CO. BALTIMORE, MD. 


“Last year I switched to rum. 
This year I graduated to Myers’s rum?’ 


White rums may be what you learn on. But 
Myers’s dark rum will advance your edu- 
cation. It will teach you just how good tasting 
rum can be. Because with Myers’s Rum 
you geta smoother, softer taste that comes 
from master-blending and longer aging. 

What makes Myers’s precious imported 
rum cost more, makes Myers’s taste better. 

In cola, soda, fruit juice or any of your 
favorite mixers. 


MYERS’S MAKES 11 BETTER. Taste how Myérs’s iniproves ancora: =P tonic. Free Recipe Book: 
Myersis)Rui O. Box 1622.EDR Station, New York, NX210029. Offer expiresDeceniber 31, 1980. 


cans, missionaries, and children. The 
Matabeles, of which Nkomo is an offshoot 
liken him toa “mampbi,” which translates as 
cow.” His following in Rhodesia ts esti- 
mated at less than 10 percent. After 
Matabele tribal chiefs joined together to 
plead for an end to the war, they were thor- 
oughly ndiculed by Nkomo for their efforts. 
The “animals” Nkomo mentioned in his in- 
terviews were apparently his own men. Dur- 
ing my trip, terrorists burned an entire fam- 
ily alive in their hut and then emptied their 
nfles into the blazing structure. 

It is obvious to a casual observer, al- 
though it appears to escape Minetree, that 
Nkomo is an Idi Amin in the making. He 
talks of education, while thousands of Afri- 
can children are deprived ol schooling be- 
cause his terrorists have forced the closing 
of their schools. He gloated over the down- 
ing of the Air Rhodesia plane like an obese, 
retarded child—seemingly proud that his 
men figured out how to use Soviet-made 
SAM-7 missiles. It was not Smith, but lucky 
survivors Of this atrocity, who reported that 
the terrorists had slaughtered those who 
survived the crash 

And Minetree seems to think Nkomo has 
the makings of a leader, -H. Koenig 
Reno, Nev 


| am an enthusiastic reader and longtime 
admirer of Penthouse, but | cannot allow 
Henry Minetree’s "The Last Days of Rhode- 
sia (January 1979) to go unrebutted, 


| do not consider myself an African ex- 
pert, but | have lived and worked in Kenya, 
Zambia, Rhodesia, and South Atrica for ten 
years 

In “Housecall” you state that Harry Mine- 
lree is “an expert on Africa.” Nevertheless 
as anyone who has lived in Africa will see 
the inaccuracies and tabloid journalism 
throughout this article undermine the very 
real point that a very nasty, and for the most 
part, unrecorded war is consuming thou- 
sands of lives and spreading havoc on 
Rhodesia and neighboring countries 

Minetree's article is heavily biased. Peo- 
ple's appearances, accents, and man- 
nerisms were made fun of for no purpose. |! 
itwas intentionally done, it was vindictive. I! 
not, it was just plain stupid. Ultimately, the 
lives of 7 million people depend upon the 
way the Western powers accept a transi- 
lory government (no matter whether Smith 
Muzorewa, or Nkomo heads It) 

Minetree oversimplified the struggle for 
black enfranchisement as a black-ver- 
sus-white affair It he has influenced Ameri- 
can opinion about Mugabe. then | nope he 
may closely cover the civil war that will fol- 
low the abandonment of any moderates 
He actually overlooked the thousands of 
black capitalists who want no part of the 
Marxist State that Nkomo or Mugabe might 
bring. Although there is great disparity of 
income between the average white, Asian 
colored, and black, there are actually rnore 
black millionaires than white in Rhodesia 


| 


mT 


“My goodness. Do you suppose it could have 
anything to do with the upheaval going on in China?” 
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Many of these people have foreseen the 
postindependence conditions in Zambia 
and consequently want enfranchisement. 

Almost everyone Minetree interviewed in 
Rhodesia talked about the uncertainty of 
the future. but almost all recognized that 
civil war would come with a new govern- 
ment. Minetree briefly discussed the dif- 
ferences between Mugabe and Nkomo, 
and he indicated that the war of liberation 
Started in 1972. Actually, the ZAPU and 
ZANU were formed in 1965 after UDI, and 
Ihey were crossing into Rhodesia back 
then. The only trouble was that tribalism 
and interparty fighting killed more ZAPU 
and ZANU members than Rhodesians. 

In 1974 Zambia actually threatened to 
expel both ZAPU and ZANU members un- 
less they united to stop their fratricide, Atno 
time during the war have the two armies 
fought side by side. Most of the whites in 
Rhodesia are fighting to Keep ZAPU and 
ZANU battles outside Rhodesia, The threat 
of postwar retribution against whites is a 
feal possibility, and Nkomo's soldiers did 
not dispel any fears when they retaliated 
against innocent white Zambians after 
Rhodesian security forces attacked 
Nkomo's camps in Zambia. Why did Mine- 
tree ignore the fact that 80 percent of the 
Rhodesian Army 1s black? So that audi- 
ences would wonder who is fighting whorn? 

| was glad, however, to see that Minetree 
interviewed Alan Savory, There are many 
Rhodesians who think like Savory and warit 
to live peacetully in Zimbabwe. If that point 
of view had been stressed, the article 
would have been more balanced. 

One ironic note ts that neither the Rhode- 
sian article nor the Nkomo interview will be 
read by many Africans black or white. The 
only two Countries in eastern or southern 
Atrica that | know of where Penthouse and 
similar magazines can be legally sold are 
Kenya and Swaziland. —Williarn Smith 
Kodiak, Alaska 


Carter cracker 

| picked up your February 1979 issue so 
that | could read your interview with Billy 
Carter, a man | have hated ever since he 
came into national prominence as the pres- 
ident’s brother. After reading the interview, | 
can gladly say that my feelings about him 
have nat changed one iota. 

How can a man so vulgar and ignorant 
be looked upon with any admiration in this 
country? Any reasonably sensible person 
can see from this interview what a dumb 
tiayseed he is. He contradicted himself 
throughout the interview. On the one hand. 

bniliant’ Billy says he doesn't feel that it is 

night for people who knew Jimmy Carter in 
Plains to capitalize on their acquaintance 
with him, But earlier in the interview he ac- 
tually stated that he would stand in a cage 
to have people gaze at him if he were paid 
enough money. 

Irs about time our country woke up and 
realized how much money is being given to 
1 hypocniical. boasttul dummy. His out- 
frageous Gomments and actions may be 
fegarded by some as candid and uninhi- 


The 1979 MGB is the latest edition of a 


great best-selling classic. The MG-TC | 


was the first imported sports car to win 
the hearts of America, and the fact MG 


today outsells any other convertible is an PS 


eloquent testimonial to the qualities that 
make a classic endure. But no testimonial 
can duplicate the sheer excitement of 
driving a top-down, wide-open MGB. 
Here is a pure sports car: lean, honest 


and quick. The MGB has the athletic |= 


reflexes of rack and pinion steering, 
short-throw, four-speed stick, track-bred 


There is a reason why more 
Americans buy MGB than any 
other convertible. 


FOR THE MG SHIRT SHOWN, SEND $6.25 TO: MG SHIRT OFFER, BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., LEONIA, N.J. 07605. SPECIFY S,M,L OR XL. ALLOW 6-8 WEEKS. 


ite 


- 


suspension, 1798cc engine and front disc 
brakes. Driving the MGB is a very individ- 
ual pleasure—an act of defiance against 
an increasingly homogenized world. If 
you've forgotten the feeling of wind in 
your hair, sun on your face and the sheer 
exhilaration of driving a car that is all 
thrust and response, come drive the 1979 
MGB today. For the name of the dealer 
nearest you, call these numbers toll-free: 
(800) 447-4700, or, in Illinois, (800) 322- 
4400. British Leyland Motors Inc., Leonia, 
New Jersey 07605 
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New from OLYMPUS Optical Co., Ltd. 


THIS NEW MICROCASSETTE™ PEARLCORDER™ is 
REMEMBERS NOT ONLY WHAT BUT WHEN! tional 


Pearlcorder™D130 
’ Microcassette™ 
Tape Recorder 
with the 
exclusive Quartz 
liquid crystal 
display clock, 
timer, stopwatch 
and digital tape 
counter. 

Plus plug- 
modules: AM and 
FM tuners, 
interview 
microphone, 
voice- actuator, 
and more. 


prove of Ihese illega 


If you appreciate the 

finest things in life, 

you'll understand why 

this is the costliest 

Microcassette™ recorder CE 

made. And you'll want this. 

miraculous memory | 

machine with up to | pend my years ol 
-hours of recording on a { 

tiny tape. Under $350, 

at your Olympus me 

dealer, Or write for alata, caneh Tray kl 

brochure, to Co mee 

Olympus 

Corporation 

of America, 

4 Nevada Drive, 

New Hyde Park, 

N.Y. 10042. 
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Donegan’s psychographs 


sed wilt) Frank Donegan 


MICROCASSETTE)™ 


‘AN OLYMPUS DEVELOPMENT 


bited, but to me they are just silly and likely 
se trouble. Let's hope that he decide: 
M. M., Shippensburg, Pa 
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Passive resistance 
| would like to ¢ 


omment on your article “Fu 


by Michael Ledeen (Febru 


issed in the article 


Ts) to represent no more than a further 
ng hnical perfection of the 2ApoNs 
t t today. The point | would lik 


10. 11 


that we must accept 


t believe itis inevite 


warlare a > only 
} deadly 2apons 


5 10 [hose 


we make ou 


who 


s my opinion that there is an alternative 

Those who con 
entral authority will lose their f if 
with them 


) our conscience to those in power 


not cooperate In relin 


ve become accomplices in our own explol 


xploitation of others 


thouse should 


4 NONnvial 
our readers might be ina 
sition to make a 
San Diego, Calit 


Unwanted aliens 
ist protest the ignorance 


Why We Nee 


mmesct 


apparent i 
{Illegal Aliens” by 
(January 1979) 


esch suggests 


the article 
Nick Tt 
As Mr. Tt 
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lam afraid 


The comments on dealing pre ) 
are very practical and u 
7 - ments to Frank Donegan ¢ ! W 
of these illegal aliens and their descen- V. M., Department of the Army, Nurer 


Asaskinny blonde kid from the farm 
from the Mex 


dant 
| had to run too many time 


car gangs on the streets of Denver not t 1 lke ) wine ym” Frank Dor 
be atraid. | think they are here to take and xual Jealou ychogra 
convert. As| am something of aloneranda ary 1979) ‘Ould lik otferam 
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been a target 
Today, | amin my fifties 


| have alway 


inshed by one owr) lite exper 
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efforts? We have young people con | oug! in be a syr ( ipproac! 
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Time out for Alka-Seltzer. 
The sound of fast relief. 


It can get pretty rough up there in ‘ es acid indigestion and bring soothing 
the grandstands. Every year spec- ’ relief to your upset stomach. Even 
tators are clobbered by hot dogs, after a couple of those footlong 
peanuts, popcorn, candy and beer. hot dogs. 

And when 15,000 fans begin to And Alka-Seltzer rushes relief 
roar, many are hit with pounding to your aching head with a fast- 
headaches. acting analgesic. 

That's when you call time out It isn't often sports fans see 
for Alka-Seltzer. Because the that kind of fast action, so here's 
plop plop, fizz fizz is the sound of our instant replay: Plop plop, fizz 
fast relief. = fizz. Oh, what a relief it is. 

Alka-Seltzer is loaded with f 
antacids that instantly break up 


é 
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e| couldn't understand the 
phenomenon of voyeur husbands until | 
tried it myself—that is. | 
watched my young male lover screw my young 
female lover. Now | understand.® 


VVERATOL 


ALL MIE \IAD AI 


XAVIERA S LETTER OF 
THE MONTH 
Im writing this letter in re- 
sponse to your request for mail 
from voyeuristic wives, My 
husband, Mike, and | have a 
fantastic sex life. In fact. I'd 
often wondered what it would 
be like to sit back and watch 
him “in action” with someone 
else. We've both talked about 
our fantasies, and it has come 
up thal he has always wanted 
to make it in a threesome, I'm 
sure he never dreamed it 
would really happen. Since 
we've been together, I've be- 
come pretty open-minded and 
sure of his love for me. So | 
figured one day that I'd do 
what most wives seldom do 
help Mike to fulfill one of his 
fantasies —and in the bargain 
satisfy my own voyeuristic 
sires 

Mike is in the service, and at 
the beginning of the year he 
was away for several months, Our sex life was pretty active before 
he left, and so our letters and phone calls were fairly heated while 
we were apart. As soon as/lound out when he was expected back 
| started thinking of a really special homecoming. | called my trend 
Dawn and asked if we could get together and plan a real shocker 
for Mike's arrival 

| met Mike at the airport. and after our initial hellos and dinner | 
told him we'd been asked to stay the night at Dawn's and do some 
‘welcome home” partying. Once at Dawn's, she and | put on our 
nightgowns and persuaded Mike (to settle back and loosen up 
After a while we were all pretty high. The room was lit anly by 
candles, | can't say exactly how it all came to pass, but soon the 
three of us were all touching, kissing, and rubbing. | remember 
catching a look from Mike that registered shock and contusion, but 
one smile from me and he understood exactly what was going on 

By this time Dawn was ready for more than preliminaries, and | 
could tell by the huge bulge in Mike's pants that he was aching to 


de- 


get ir omeone! Dawn and | 
undressed fim, and then, be 
fore he nad the chance t 
wonder what to do, | just sort of 


eased them together and 
whispered, "Go ahead. baby, | 
Just want to watch you fuck 
You're so good to me ant 
to see what you look like when 


you're gocd to someone else 
It's difficult to describe how | 
felt when | saw them embrac- 
ing each other and was all the 
while aware that Dawn was 
feeling the way | usually felt 
First. he just played with her 
breasts, biting them and suc 
ing them. while she caressed 
his rock-hard cock, Then he 
slid down her belly and started 
licking her pussy. | nearly went 
crazy, and so did she Ida 
ways heard that people in 
act of sex looked obscene and 
gross, but that’s a hig le. I've 
never anything so 
sual. Mike moved up on Dawr 
ack into her and! could almost feel it in my own cun 
/ got down between 


3een sen 


and slid his 
as she moaned and pulled him farther inside 
their legs and put my hand on their bodies where they were joined 
With one hand on them and one 
orgasm several times betore | realized they d moved around 


on myselt | tingered myselt t 
wd 
were watching me 

By this time Dawn was on top of Mike. and while she wa 
bouncing up and down, he was sucking and biting her breasts 
Dawn rested her hand on my body and then began moving 
around, exploring. Al lirst | was tense, but as ste 
caress me, | began to really enjoy | Here was a switch! This was a 
staged for my husband's benelt, and yet | was Maving the best 
time of all, Next thing | knew, Mike was playing with my tt 
Dawn was between rny jegs. After that fantastc 
rolled over while Mike and Dawn continued to make lave 

Since that time, Mike has been asking me to make ‘tf with another 
woman, andi! the opportunity arises, ||! be glad to cooperate. Alter 


continued to 


Pxpenence, 


All inquiries are treated in contidence. Send to 


Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 
Miss Hollander reqrets that no private replies can be supplied 
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all, since I've helped him fulfill his fantasy, 
I've developed a few of my own.—S.R. 


Voyeurism is supposedly a masculine art. 
How wonderful to learn that both sexes can 
play at this game! Actually, I'm not much of 
a voyeur myself, but after receiving so 
many letters from voyeur husbands, | 
began to wonder what the thrill was. | 
couldn't quite figure out the phenomenon of 
voyeur husbands until | tried it myself—that 
is, | watched my young male lover screw 
my young female lover. Now | understand. 
This is what happened 

I'm presently living with a young ballet 
student, and occasionally we get into 
three-ways with another man or woman, or 
both (but then it's called a four-way, of 
course). After a little foreplay one night, | 
feigned a headache and said I'd rather 
watch than actually participate. This sur- 
prised my lover, but he consented to make 
love with my girl friend for the night while | 
simply watched. Now of course |'ve 
watched him fuck other women while he’s 
either fingered me or performed cunnilin- 
gus on me, but this was a totally different 
experience. As you described it in your 
etter, the best part was watching him 
shove his cock in and out of her pussy. | 
knew how he felt to her because I'd taken 
what he had so many times, My lover has a 
long. thin cock, and it can hit the spot like 
no other. My girl friend screamed with de- 
light, and afterward she said the experi- 


ence was doubly exciting because | was 
watching her get fucked by my own lover. 
When | heard that, | practically creamed in 
my jeans, Not only did | have to have my 
own lover right then and there (to show him 
that | was the better fuck, perhaps), but | 
also wanted to masturbate my girl friend. 
Somehow | just had to feel her up where my 
lover, only moments before, had made love 
to her. 
Yes, S.R., voyeurism has its points. 


PICTURE PERFECT 

About eighteen months ago, our next-door 
neighbor suffered from extreme indigestion 
early one morning. Thinking it was a heart 
attack, his wite left Lois (my wife) and me 
her keys to lock the place up. 

We went inside to turn off the lights and 
make up Don and Marcia's bed so that if he 
did come right back home, everything 
would be comfortable. As Lois slid her 
hand under the mattress, she felt a thick 
envelope. Out of curiosity, we opened it, 
since the seal had been broken earlier. 
Much to our surprise, it contained about 
forty or more nude photographs of Marcia, 
either alone or in sexual poses with Don 
and six or seven other men. 

We sat down and went through them 
slowly. They must have been taken over a 
ten-year period and were all Polaroids. 
Several were casual shots of Marcia posing 
in the house. She was forty-four, and even 
the most recent shots (the different 


hairstyles gave away the time [rame) were 
very complimentary to her full figure. She's 
about five feet four inches, with fairly large 
breasts, and I'd say she weighs about 140, 
We particularly loved the shots showing her 
performing sexually. At forty-nine, Don is 
obviously well endowed, as were the other 
men she posed with, although all of their 
faces had been cut out. Lois really got 
turned on by the pictures showing Marcia 
getting fucked by two guys at once. 

That morning, on the floor of their bed- 
room, we had the wildest and best sex ever. 
We didn't bother to make the bed but re- 
placed everything in its original position 
and locked up. No matter what, | don't think 
we'll ever admit to having seen those beau- 
tful pictures. 

Shortly after that incident, | got out our 
camera and shot an entire roll of Lois pos- 
ing in the buff. Everytime we shot some 
pictures, we discussed getting someone to 
pose with her, as Marcia had. It was always 
a big turn-on, but it was only talk for about 
six or seven months 

Finally, one of us purchased a swinger's 
magazine and got the name of a guy 
named Sean. After a brief meeting, we set 
up a time for Sean to visit us for a picture- 
taking session. At first Lois felt awkward, 
but it took no time at all for Sean to get my 
very beautiful, sexy forty-five-year-old wife 
all worked up. | shot two complete rolls of 
film before joining the fun. Sean and | ser- 
viced and were serviced by Lois as she 
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came spectacularly again and again. 

Since thal time, we've met with one other 
man and a prostitute. Our question is, Do 
you think we should approach Don and 
Marcia, since their pictures were the initial 
impetus for our new life-style? If so, how 
should we go about getting together with 
them?—C.N, 


You might try asking, but don’t mention the 
fact that you know about their little photog- 
raphy hobby. Just say that you and your 
wife have gotten into taking erotic photo- 
graphs. No doubt they're already search- 
ing for some new, low-pay, free-lance mad- 
els. You and Lois should do nicely. 


OPEN SESAME 

I'm not writing with any specific problem 
but rather to encourage those women with 
a similar physical affliction. You see, | have 
what is known in some circles as a “cavern 
cunt." Believe me, I've suffered every insult 
known to women, from men of all shapes 
and sizes. 

Luckily, | met the most wonderful man two 
years ago and have spent countiess hours 
engaged in blissful sex with him and our 
"trends," as we call them, | met Dick at a 
singles bar, when he offered to buy me a 
arink. His crotch caught my eye as he stood 
before me, but what really struck me about 
him were his hands. They are huge, with 
very thick, long fingers (I've seen smaller 
cocks) and a light, downy hair on them. 


We went to a motel Jater, and as we un- 
dressed, | felt the usual anxiety of one who 
has been the butt of cruel remarks too of- 
ten, But Upon seeing his cucumber of a 
cock and the lusty look in his eyes when he 
surveyed my athletic 36-23-35 body, | 
melted into his arms. As we kissed, he 
found my clitoris and /aid me on the bed. | 
spread my legs, and his middle finger slid 
into my pussy. Instead of stopping and say- 
ing something cute or looking at me with 
awe, he just bunched his fingers together 
and began thrusting them in and out of me. 
All the while he kissed and licked my 
breasts, pausing now and then to nibble 
my nipples. 

Then he ordered me to turn on my 
stomach. He picked me up to my knees, 
forcing my head down, and spread my legs 
as wide as he could. When | felt his 
fingers—all five of them—meet my pussy, | 
thought I'd faint, but initially he gently 
rubbed my sopping vulva. Slowly, he forced 
my lips apart and, working his hand in cir- 
cles, crept into my cunt a fraction at a time, 
It was a little painful at first, but soon | was 
grinding my hips back against his hand. | 
exploded in a melting orgasm and col- 
lapsed on the bed from exhaustion. Dick 
wasn't done yet—he mounted me from the 
rear, sliding his thick cock up my ass and 
fucking me until he came in great, hot 
spurts, 

Since that time | have been hand-fucked 
hundreds of times, with Dick almost always 


2 wie pote 
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"Of course, you realize you're all washed up as a five-year-old!” 


60 PENTHOUSE 


finishing himself in my ass. He has also 
brought me home cucumbers, huge dil- 
dos, and salamies. Sometimes | mastur- 
bate with one of these while sucking his 
cock, We have a beautiful sex life and are 
even thinking of looking for a like-minded 
couple to share in our unusual sex. | now 
love my beautiful, big pussy. Dick loves it, 
too, and I'm sure that other women who 
have a large vagina can also lind a satisfy~ 
ing and understanding man,—L.FS, 


If some men are born with big cocks, then | 
guess it's true that some women are born 
with big vaginas. Unfortunately, a number 
of people think you've just fucked your way 
tosuch a big hole. Supposedly, unlike a big 
cock, a big vagina is something you “earn.” 
But then, maybe not. | suppose it's possible 
to start out ahead in the game without ever 
having been up to bat. 

A hand is nice, I'll agree, but somehow 
nothing quite beats the thrill of the real 
thing, namely, a hard cock, And | don't 
know how much fun it would be fora man to 
stick his organ into something that resem- 
bles the Holland Tunnel. Women can be 
given surgical tucks that tighten the vagina; 
after the birth of a baby, mothers often have 
this operation, Also, you might try. exercis- 
ing your vagina with my pen test. Try grip- 
ping a pen (ballpoint, please) with your 
vagina. If you can grip it tight enough to 
hold it there between your legs, well, that's 
a happy snapper. If not, try a small candle. 
If not that, a larger candle. If these objects 
keep falling out of your grip, you might try 
taking out an insurance policy on your 
lover—-he's sure to fall out, too. However, 
practice makes perfect. Keep trying to 
pick up the little pen, and eventually you'll 
get the hang, or grip, of things. 


GRADE-A SEX 

I'ma twenty-year-old junior at a small Cath- 
olic college in upstate New York, and I'd like 
to share an incredible sexual experience 
with you. One afternoon, when | was doing 
some production work in our campus radio 
Stalion, my raommate, Fred, came down to 
tell me that the dean of students had found 
out that we were the ones who had sabot- 
aged the physics project another class had 
been working on. We had to report to her 
office immediately. The dean (I'll call her 
Ms. Smith) is in her mid-thirties. She is 
known as a strict disciplinarian, and she 
happens to have a lush 38-24-36 figure. 
Anyway, when Fred and | entered her of- 
fice, she was sitting on her desk, her skirt 
raised above her knees. 

Ms. Smith said that we could have two 
options. The, first was expulsion and the 
second was a secret—the choice was up 
to us. We figured that anything was better 
than getting kicked out of school; so we 
chose option B. At that, she walked over to 
Fred and unzipped his tly. Needless to say, 
we were in shock. She knelt down and 
Started sucking his cack. While she was 
doing Fred, | decided it was my turn for a 
Ittle “punishment,” and | lifted up her dress 
and started licking her pussy. My tongue 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 20a 
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IN DEFENSE OF DISCO 3 


BY ALBERT GOLDMAN 


fad, a folly, a brightly colored bubble that will soon burst and be 

forgotten, the fact is that the beat for the feet has now estab- 
lished itself firmly as the most important entertainment trend of the 
present day. 

Disco music plays twenty-four hours a day on disco-oriented radio 
Stations in every city in America. No less than 10,000 discotheques are 
currently in operation, and new ones are opening at the rate of twenty a 
week. Last year 37 million people spent at least one night in a disco, and 
a great many of those people saw Saturday Night Fever and bought the 
enormously successful sound track album by the Bee Gees. 

Hard on the heels of these triumphs, everything has started to come 
up disco: from TV shows to TV commercials, from the Ice Follies to the 
roller rinks, from cruise ships to cruising bars. Even rock, that Gibraltar of 
modern music, has begun to sink under the new wave, commencing 
with,disco-oriented hits by the Stones and Frampton. The real question, 
therefore, is not, Will disco last? but, Will anything else? 

The enormous success of disco is not to be explained simply by its 
catchy, switched-on tunes or even by the heady atmosphere of the 
discotheque. Disco has been around nearly as long as rock, but never 
before did it play an important role in pop culture. The reason why disco 
has come to the fore recently is to be found in a complex of causes that 
constitute a whole new generational identity. Today's young people are 
rebelling, finally, against the passivity of the spectator role. Instead of 
ogling the TV screen or being steamrollered at a rock concert, the 
current generation wants to Participate fully, Instead of watching the 
show, they would prefer to be in the 
show or simply be the show. That is 
the essence of participatory cul- 
ture—the audience becomes the 
star, And why shouldn't it? 

Everybody sees himself as a star 
today. That's both a cliché and a pro- 
found truth. Thousands of young 
men and women have the looks, the 
clothes, the hairstyling, the personal 
magnetism, the self-confidence, and 
the history of conquest that proc- 
laims the star. The one thing they 
lack, talent, is precisely what is so 
conspicuously lacking in those hun- 
dreds of other, nearly identical young 
people whom the world has 
acclaimed (or been conned into ac- 
claiming) as stars. Never before in 
the history of entertainment has the 
gap between the professional and 
the amateur been so small, nor ever 
before in the history of the world has 
there been such a rage for exhibition- 


Ws: it's still the fashion in some quarters to deride disco as a 


is, therefore, What are we going to do with all these beautiful show-offs? 

Disco provides the best answer to date. Every night the stage is set, 
the lights are lit, the audience is assembled, and the floor will clear 
magically for anyone who is really intent on getting out there and doing 
his version of John Travolta. That's what makes the modern discotheque 
so different from the traditional ballroom: the fact that the people out on 
the floor are really serious about their dancing and determined to do 
their thing—whether it be Fred Astaire, James Brown, or the whirling 
dervish—just as hard and far as their bodies will carry them. 

Apart from providing an arena for narcissistic self-assertion, disco is 
emblematic of a radical shift in popular consciousness that occurred in 
the early 1970s and entailed a complete reversal of the philosophy of the 
1960s. Instead of striving to escape from the modern world into a bucolic 
Paradise that never existed, save in the mind of a Brillo-headed hippie, 
today’s kids have decided to make their peace with the industrial society 
to which they owe their health, their wealth, their astonishing freedom, 
mobility, and ease of life. The grandma clothes and Tiffany glass have 
been put back in the antique shops, and people are now into living in 
industrial spaces and digging industrial objects. Nothing exemplifies this 
trend more vividly than disco, which is a supersophisticated electronic 
artifact. Call it the first shout of the twenty-first century. 

People say that disco is simpleminded. Nothing could be further from 
the truth. Disco is simple, as any stripped down, streamlined, highly 
abstracted and compacted shape or idiomis simple. Beneath its surface 
simplicity, however, lies a remarkably subtle and complex amalgam of 
contemporary essences. The disco beat that throbs through every line 

of disco music is as ingeniously de- 
ao signed, as finely tooled and profes- 
sionally manufactured, as the engine 
of a BMW. Its phallically probing bass 
line is from soul; its fast, flying tempo 
is from jazz; its thumping, mechan- 
ically insistent beat is from rock—the 
hallmark ta-ta-tum rhythm being the 
gallop, the rhythm of high times and 
high steppers. Disco music is not 
something that you are supposed to 
sit down and listen to head on. Disco 
is meant to be experienced sublimi- 
Nally, not so much in the mind as in 
the body and soul, which it exhorts 
ceaselessly to dance, dance, dance. 

At the same time that disco pro- 
claims modern man's newly cele- 
brated marriage with the machine, it 
generates in many people a trance- 
like state of ecstasy that has distinc- 
tive religious connotations. This 
hypnotic-erotic trance is what every 
real disco dancer is seeking, 


whether he finds it in the dazzling 


ism. The question for this generation 
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spaceship dance halls of the 
lavishly decorated disco palaces or 
in some bare factory loft or cast- 
concrete truck garage. Social 
dancing has always been likened 
to sexual intercourse. In this age of 
closed-circuit, masturbatory, vibra- 
tor sex, disco is simply the most 
natural way of getting oneself off 
in public. i 


What must be said in criticism of * 


disco is that it is now entering a 
phase in which it will become just 
what its enemies have always 
blamed it for being: a mindless 
robot beat for robot feet. The highly 
mechanized and impersonal 
character of the art makes it a natu- 
ral for the franchisers who would 
like to make the discotheque into 
the entertainment equivalent of 
McDonald's. Sad to say, this is the 
fate that awaits every form of art 
and entertainment in modern 
America. Jazz, rock, soul—what 
form of music hasn't been ground 
up, homogenized, and spewed out 
like machine-poured concrete? 
Pop culture is always just a step 
ahead of mass culture—which is 
no culture at all but merely the re- 
cycling of cultural waste products. 
The important thing to bear in mind 
is notthe perils of popularity but the 
promise. Wherever there is money, 
energy, enthusiasm, and the per- 
fect harmony between a creative 
idiom and its moment, there is a 
great opportunity for the creative 
imagination to manipulate the lev- 
ers of the new esthetic machinery 
for purposes that transcend the 
merely commercial. Look what the 
British rock bands of the 1960s did 
with the adolescent idiom of rock. 

Whatever the outcome with 
disco, whether it be a reduction of 
man to android or the discovery of 
an ecstasy like that once gener- 
ated by the rhythms of the tribe, 
the fact is that no music, no thea- 
ter, no cultural phenomenon of our 
time, has done a better job of 
transmuting the extraordinary 
energies of our day into the ‘time- 
less joys of dance and song. Mod- 
ern man, as Aldous Huxley di- 
vined, is really a sophisticated 
savage. Nothing befits him more 
than dancing in orgiastic route 
around the shrine of the Mighty 
Watt. 
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THE NOBLE MINI-SERIES 


\ eee commercial tele- 
vision aspires to gran- 
deur, the Tab-dark sea of 


mediocrity parts in deference to a 
force more sublime and more 
splendid in its dullness than any- 
thing man has ever wrought. Con- 
sider the mini-series. 

Every year hundreds of novels 
are published in America. Only a 
few of these are so consummately 
bland as to become best-sellers. 
And only a handful of best-sellers 
possess that rare and precious 
emptiness on which television 
thrives, From this fortunate handful 
comes the crowning glory of corpo- 
rate art: the noble mini-series. 

What light and color are to paint- 
ing, what rhythm is to poetry, what 
movement is to the dance, so 
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length is to the mini-series. Televi- 
sion, in its wisdom, has always 
known that long art is good art. 
(Who among us dares to argue 
against the truth of this knowl- 
edge? Surely no one who remem- 
bers the five-part episode, proudly 
titled "5," with which “77 Sunset 
Strip” commenced its 1963 sea- 
son.) Mini-series, which grow 
longer and more lavish with the 
passing of time, are the true mon- 
uments of television's dazzlingly 
nondescript glory. 

It began in 1973, when NBC 
produced a four-part showing of 
The Blue Knight, based on the 
novel by Joseph Wambaugh. It 
would have been easy to make a 
fine two-hour movie of “The Blue 
Knight.” Ah, but to stretch those 
two hours to four—there lay the 
challenge. And television, refusing 
to sacrifice length for mere fine- 
ness, met that challenge quite 
admirably. 

The following year ABC gave us 
Leon Uris's QB VII. It was only 
three and a half hours long, how- 
ever, and consequently merits little 
serious consideration. 

ABC kept working at it, and in 
1976 that network was responsible 
for the first big-hit mini-series, the 
twelve-hour Rich Man, Poor Man. 
It was adapted from the book by 
Irwin Shaw. Mr. Shaw fashions a 
sort of literature from clichés, in 
much the same way that less am- 
bitious members of his age group 


Irwin Shaw's Rich Man, Poor Man: terminal unoriginality. 


Roots II; Baby Alex aloft. 


fashion little animals from match 
sticks. It is not surprising that his 
work lends itself well to television. 
“Rich Man, Poor Man” is memora- 
ble not only for its luscious length 
but also for the quality of its acting. 
Who among us can forget Nick 
Nolte’s brilliant portrayal of a young 


- man suffering from terminal unorig- 


inality? Not |. 

The immense success of “Rich 
Man, Poor Man" left all three net- 
works with mini-series fever. In the 
fall of 1976, NBC began showing a 
different mini-series every week 
under the collective title “Best Sell- 
ers.” First, we were treated to 
Taylor Caldwell’s Captains and 
Kings. Later came Anton Myrer's 
Once an Eagle, Norman Bognar's 
Seventh Avenue, and Robert 
Ludium's The Rhinemann Ex- 
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change. But no one watched 
them. Some critics of the art con- 
tend that these mini-series failed 
because they were boring. The 
truth of the matter is that they sim- 
ply weren't long enough. In any 
event, “Best Sellers” crapped 
out, and the future of mini-series 
looked—how do you say?—bleak. 
Little did the networks realize that 
more than 200 years ago, and 
many miles from Burbank, an 
African tribesman by the name 
of Kunta Kinte had laid the 
groundwork for the biggest mini- 
series of them all. ‘ 

ABC had bought the film rights to 
Alex Haley's Roots two years be- 
fore the book was published. CBS 
had achieved very good ratings 
with The Autobiography of Miss 
Jane Pittman, and ABC probably 
figured that black-historical fiction 
was acomer. Itis evident, however, 
that the network's faith in. Roots 
was not too strong, for the resulting 
show was broadcast during the 
final week of January 1977, just 
before the crucial sweep weeks, 
when ratings determine advertis- 
ing-rates for months to come. 

The twelve-hour production of 
Roots became the most success- 
ful show in the history of television. 
The final episode emerged as the 
highest-rated program of all time, 
and every episode but the first 
tanks among the all-time top ten. 
Thanks to some very talented di- 
rectors and writers, Roots was by 


far the best of the mini-series. But, 
inevitably, it bore the mark of televi- 
sion. When Ed Asner glowered in 
the role of Davies the slave-trader, 
one could not help expecting 
to see Mary, Ted, and Murray 
bounce through the door. And, in 
the first episode, when the mourn- 
ful screams of a mother whose son 
had just been enslaved were an- 
swered within seconds by the voice 
of a sponsor who suggested the 
use of Ben-Gay for those times 
“when pain is at its worst," one's 
willing suspension of discomfort 
was truly taxed, 

Refusing to let well-enough be, 
ABC brought us its fourteen-hour, 
$18 million-dollar Roots II this 


February past. The sequel ended 
with Alex Haley, played by James 
Earl Jones, writing Roots. Perhaps 
“Roots Ill" will begin with Alex 
Haley settling two plagiarism suits 
out of court, as he did only weeks 
before “Roots I!” aired. From there 
the story might extend into the fu- 
ture, when Haley becomes the first 
black to walk on the moon. 

Irving Wallace's The Word, on 
CBS, was about the discovery of a 
lost Biblical manuscript. It could 
have been a great two-hour thriller, 
but, drawn out to four parts, it was 
unbearable in its slowness. 

ABC's Pearl was a six-hour re- 
hashing of From Here to Eternity. It 
was written and coproduced by 


ABC's Pear!: a six-hour rehashing of From Here to Eternity 


ae 
Irving Wallace's The Word: unbearable in its slowness. 


Stirling Silliphant, whose best work 
had been done as a writer for 
“Mickey Mouse Club." The cast 
featured Tiana Alexandre, who is 
Silliphant's wife. The action foot- 
age was taken from the film Tora, 
Tora, Tora! The effect of all this was 
not unlike walking through mud. 
In Greatest Heroes of the Bi- 
ble, NBC transformed Scripture 
into comic book. John Shuck, look- 
ing exactly as he had looked in the 
role of Enright on “McMillan and 
Wife,” helped deliver the chosen 
people of Israel and of AFTRA. 
Lusting for the success of Roots, 
NBC presented to us a twenty- 
six-hour version of James Michen- 
er's Centennial, which ran from 
October, 1978 to February, 1979. It 
was the largest project ever done 
for television, and it tallied-up to a 


Centennial: TV's petit-saga. 


30 million. Judging by the 
low ratings, we as a people did not 
seem too interested in the history 
of a Coloradan town. In our de- 
fense, we might point out that a 
twenty-six-hour film can not hold 
our attention with insipidity alone. 
Life is short, and wise men shal 
dedicate only so much of it to the 
viewing of Michael Ansara peti- 
tioning his Indian ancestors for 
guidance. 

Centennial was a turning point 
for mini-series. There will not be 
another petit-saga of such length 
or excess, for the simple reason 
that Centennial failed miserably to 
recoup its cost. But the mini-series 
will linger. The networks speak with 
much enthusiasm of things to 
come. From CBS we can expect 
Robert Kennedy and His Times, 
based on the book by Arthur 
Schlesinger, Jr, who seems to be 
enthralled in a pathol 
ness for boring subjects. From 
NBC will come Brave New Worid. 
ABC threatens to present an Indian 
version of Roots, starring Marion 
Brando. And there will, rest as- 
sured, be more. 

I think that mini-series will be- 
come less lavish as the ratings fall. 
Film will give way to cheaper vid- 
eotape; episodes will be shorter. 
Fewer and fewer mini-series will be 
broadcast in prime time. In other 
words, mini-series will by and by 
become what God intended them 
to be—soap operas. 

Yes, long art is good art. But, as 
Michelangelo knew, it isn't always 
easy.—Nick Tosches 
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ge: nothing you'll ac- 
tually see in Paul 
Schrader’s new movie, 
Hardcore, is so intriguing as the 
premise that doesn’t quite materi- 
alize behind its story. 

It would go like this. A midwest- 
ern father, a successful, sophisti- 
cated businessman, but strictly re- 
ligious, sees his teenage daughter 
off to California to attend a church 
convention. A few days later he 
gets a phone call; the girl has dis- 
appeared. Despairing of any real 
help from the police, the man hires 
a private detective. After months of 
waiting, he is shown something by 
the detective. It is a clip from a por- 
nographic movie. His daughter is 
its star. 

Then the father enters the 
search in earnest. He leaves his 
business, goes to California, and 
begins a pilgrimage through the 
sexual underworlds of San Fran- 
cisco, Los Angeles, and San Di- 
90, following the trail of the girl. He 
takes on a guide, a massage-par- 
lor hostess for whom he must 
define his own beliefs. With her 
help, he finds his daughter—deep 
in a world of snuff-movies and 
sadomasochistic whoring. But he 
also finds something else. This 
subtle but rigid Calvinist, this true 
believer in predestination, discov- 
ers that he is not among the elect, 
that he has not been saved—and 
that his quiet, delicate daughter is 
in fact the sign of his damnation. 

This isn't exactly how Hardcore 
develops. But for a movie that 
takes its religion seriously and that, 
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despite its lurid potential, never re- 
ally deals with sex so much as with 
the idea of sin, the premise seems 
aninteresting possibility. The weak 
happy ending we actually do get is 
less interesting, less probable, less 
televant to what is, after all, the 
story of a man (not the daughter; 
we scarcely even see her) who 
finds his world endangered— 
specifically in terms of the value 
system that had given it meaning. 

Just what that value system 
amounts to you learn in the first ten 
or fifteen minutes of the movie. 
Hardcore opens with one of the 
loveliest main-title sequences | can 
recall seeing in American films. A 
snowy Christmas season in Grand 
Rapids, Mich. Kids on sleds. The 
front yards of those substantial 
middle-class houses they built 
maybe sixty years ago, with open 
porches and a homeliness that 
keeps verging on beauty because 
so much memory has been in- 
vested in it: Inside the houses the 
meals and the family gatherings 
are permeated with the domestic 
rituals of the Dutch Reformed 
Church—none of it softened or 
prettied up, but infused with a 
complexity of responsive feeling 
that nothing else in the movie 
matches. 

It is from this world that Jake 
VanDorn (George C. Scott) has his 
only child, Kristen, run away. You 
never find out why, which | don't 
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Scott as troubled father. 


think much matters. But it does 
matter that we get such an unsatis- 
factory impression of what she 
runs to. Jake's pursuit is a personal 
odyssey, a journey essentially of 
self-discovery—as such a quest 
must almost necessarily be. But it 
is also ajourney into another world. 
And to have a hero enter that 
world—the massage parlors, peep 
shows, adult bookstores—and 
then emerge without discovering 
much more than some local satire 
on dirty-movie making and a gen- 
eral notion that everyone down 
there is miserable is to have put 
him on the tourists’ guided tour, not 
the real trip. Hardcore doesn't 
merely see the porn life as awful; it 
sees it as contentless. Even for a 
morality as tight as the one govern- 
ing this movie, that isn't quite 
enough. . 

Two guides accompany Jake in 
his search. He tries to fire the first, 
Andy Mast (Peter Boyle), the pri 
vate eye, when he finds him screw- 
ing an afternoon hooker in the 
motel room rented with his ex- 
pense-account money. Andy /re- 
turns nevertheless. He has to; he 
has the cynical know-how neces- 
sary for getting the job done. Jake 
hires the massage-parlor girl, Niki 
(Season Hubley), near the end of 
the search. She is of that world, not 
merely wise to it. She gains our 
sympathy with her own kind of au- 
thority and a certain amount of wit. 
Compared with her explanation of 
her religion, “Venusianism,” Jake's 
defense of Calvinism and predes- 
tination sounds even crazier. She 
also has the pathos of her 
bleached-blonde hair, her fragile 
self-assurance. Niki becomes his 
surrogate daughter, the one he can 
talk to, the one who has as little 
personal taste for sex as he has, 
the one who can lead him to the 
deepest depravity—where Kristen 
has found asylum—because she's 
also been there, and the one whoin 
he can, with just the slightest re- 
gret, cast aside when he prepares 
to take his real, all but faceless, 
daughter home with him. 

Something about that rejection 
hurts more than it should. Not that 
it might not happen in real life; it just 
seems inadequate to the movie. A 
character who has had so much 
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thinking bestowed on her. shouldn't 
be dismissed with so very little cer- 
emony. It suggests a serious im- 
balance in the screenplay. Consid- 
ering who wrote and directed 
Hardcore, that raises some impor- 
tant questions. 

Paul Schrader, thirty-two years 
old, has been identified as the hot- 
test new screen-writing talent for 
so long now that he could have the 
designation engraved in his 
letterhead—like M.D. or D.D.S. He 
has written some very impressive 
screenplays, especially Taxi Driver 
(1976) for Martin Scorsese and 
Obsession (also 1976) for Brian 
DePalma. Indeed, if you take the 
theme of redemption from sexual 
sin in the first of those movies and 
put it together with the story of a 
man’s tortured search for a vision 
embodied in his long-lost daughter 
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in the second, you will have a fairly 
good preparation for what t 
in Hardcore. Taxi Driver and Ob- 
session are better movies, Scor- 
sese and DePalma, at least so far, 
are better directors—with insights 
and feelings of their own to add to 
Schrader's ideas. In fact, Schra- 
der's own movies—last year's 
Blue Collar and now Hardcore 
look weakest in their screenplays, 
with glaring story-line lapses and 
discrepancies, as if he hadn't yet 
the skill, or maybe the desire, to 
cover for his own deficiencies. 

But there's another kind of in- 
congruity in Schrader, deeper and 
ultimately a part of why he is inter- 
esting. The man who a few years 
ago edited Cinema magazine and 
wrote the scholarly Transcenden- 
tal Style in Film hasn't really left 
anything behind in making his own 


violence-drenched, sex-obsessed 
movies. They are still the work of a 
man in some measure more com- 
fortable with thought than with 
action, What buttresses them re- 
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core. That's an outside chance, but 
Schrai to work in 
such ways. In any , when you 
see one of his movies, you are very 
much in the presence of a mind 
working. 

Near the end of Hardcore. when 
e has traced his daughter to the 
company of a notorious sr 
filmmaker named Ratan, he pur- 
sues a lead into a parlor specializ- 
ing in sadomasochistic fantasies. 
He goes from one room, a torture- 
chamber dungeon, to another, a 
sort of white-tiled laboratory—and 
so on, until he finds his man and 
grapp! with him to learn the 
whereabouts of Ratan. Finally, 
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Jake, exasperated, throws the fel- 
low against a wall. It collapses, a 
mess of plasterbo: 
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from action, Hardcore is 
the movie it ought to t 
isn't so good. But for that sequence 
it does indeed discover a night- 
mare to shatter under the com- 
dined weight of Calvinist doctrine 
and winter afternoons in Grand 
Rapids, Nothing else betw 
beginning and its climax creates as 
much excitement or even makes 
as much sense. But at those mo- 
ments, when Schrader’s camera 
seems an extension of his thinking, 
Hardcore comes fantastically 
alive.—Roger Gr 


ie is "say- 


about bought sex from what 


Most of it 


sen its 


Schrader on the set of Hardcore: guide to the 


stherworld 


BIG AND GAUDY 


are called coffee 
e books. Sometimes 
nont They are not 


om regarded as serious efforts in 
any other class of writing. They are 
often expensive. And they repre- 
ixed bag, if ever there was 


Hostility toward big, handsome 
books is an American cultural law 
of magisterial authority. Itis really a 
form of cultural puritanism. The 
general proposition is that it is al 
right to enjoy—to luxuriate, 
n—in rich and evocative lan- 
guage. It is considered admirable 
to take to the recliner with, for in- 
stance, The Coup, John Updike’s 
new novel, or Elmer 
Gantry or The Decline and Fall of 
the Roman Empire. 

But what of the rest of literature? 

/hat, in | the nonfic- 
tion that now plays a dominant role 
in U. S. book publishing? It is cer- 
tainly not Updike or Balzac. But its 
very popularity suggests that it of- 
fers things slighted or ignored en- 
tirely by those who seek to define 
One does not read 
Balzac all the time, any more than 
one subsists exclusively on caviar 
or oysters on the shell. The stuff 
would be too rich, too demanding 
of the digestive tract or of the brain 
pan, even if it were available in un- 
limited quantities at affordable 


pri 


Which brings us to those objects 
of derision, the coffee table books. 
w a certain level of literary 
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Ina Polish Synagogue, by lsador Kaufman: from Wanderings 


felicity—namely, the very high- 
est—gewgaws are as likely as not 
to enhance the enjoyment of the 
read and to enhance, for another 
heresy, the reader's comprehen- 
sion. ( 

Two contrasting examples lie at 
hand. J. D. Fage is one of the emi- 
nent living authorities on what used 
to be called the Dark Continent. 
His A History of Africa (Knopf, 
$17.95) is a sweeping, often ex- 
hilarating survey from 1,500,000 
B.C. (when the first known hominids 
were wooing, feeding, and bashing 
each other in the Olduvai Gorge) to 
the 1970s (when the tag ends of 
colonialism were mostly phased 
out). The book has twelve modest 
maps and eight pages of illustra- 
tions, all clustered together be- 
tween pages 310 and 311. Fage is 
a better than decent writer, but his 
book is often as not a grim read. 
When it fails to fly, it plods, and 
it sometimes seems to be hitch- 
hiking. 

Now consider Wanderings: 
Chaim Potok's History of the 
Jews, also from Knopf and flagged 
in for $17.95, an astounding price 
when one considers its 431 glossy, 
oversized pages and its hundreds 
of illustrations. Potok is a better 
writer than Fage, though not al- 
ways. He is a novelist, not a histo- 
rian. While most complaints about 
his methodology appear frivolous 
or sectarian, he obviously lacks the 
command of material that Fage 
has on the subject of Africa. 

Yet what a difference the gew- 
gaws make! Under precisely the 
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same compulsion to master both 
volumes, | find Wanderings a 
tomp, a joy, and, when the going 
gets heavy, a more deeply felt ex- 
perience than Africa. One of the 
more persuasive complaints with 
Wanderings is that its illustrations 
are too often taken from the cul- 
tures through which Judaism tran- 
sited—that they are of Greeks and 
Egyptians and Spaniards and so 
forth, rather than of Jews or Jewish 
subject matter; this seems: true 
enough to warrant saying, though 
the alternative might have been a 
great many prayer shawls and 
phylacteries. My point is that the 
gewgaws help a long read, even 
when they represent a com- 
promise in their subject matter. 
When a book gets too heavy to 
tead in bed, as Fage’sis, let's have 
pictures and the rest, even if they 
jack up the cover price six or eight 
dollars. 

But there is more to coffee table 


‘books than language requiring il- 


lustration. Often as not, the shoe is 
on the other foot, and such text as 
appears is needed by way of ex- 
planation. Consider Pilobolus 
(Random House, $9.95 .in paper), 
with photos by Tim Matson, a col- 
lection of pictures of a four-to-six- 
person dance group that came into 
existence at Dartmouth College 
nine years ago and has been 
bouncing toward fame and fortune 
ever since. | haven't seen Pilobolus 
dance, but Mr. Matson's photos 
seem to me to succeed so splen- 
didly because they transcend 
dancing. They are pictures of 


human sculpture, of bodies frozen 
in millionths of a second, their 
elegant movements suspended. 
There is progression here, but it is 
astately progression, not the Keys- 
tone Kops effect to be had when a 
still photographer tries hopelessly 
to keep up with a group of dancers. 
Matson has triumphed because he 
has accepted the limitations of his 
art and built a technique around 
them. Only a few hundred words of 
text accompany Tim Matson's 
photos. They seem perfectly 
adequate, doubtless a victory for 
an editor's impulse toward re- 
straint. 

Joseph Sudek is one of the 
half-dozen imposing founders of 


With Stravinsky in Pictures 
and Documents (Simon & Schus- 
ter, $35) we strike a true and egre- 
gious coffee table book. It is 688 
oversized pages whose outside 
margins stretch to two and three- 
quarters inches. There are scores 
and scores of illustrations of every 
kind and quality. My favorite shows 
Stravinsky at the Philadelphia 
Museum of Art. He is standing, his 
arms crossed, in front of a self- 
portrait of Vincent van Gogh. The 
index, which is very comprehen- 
sive, indicates that this was the 
composer's sole connection or as- 
sociation with the expressionistic 
painter. Stravinsky's widow, Vera, 
and his longtime shadow and 
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modern photography. Yet, because 
he was a Czech who lived through 
the torments of his troubled coun- 
try, his work is little known in the 
West. Sudek (Potter, $25), by 
Sonja Bullaty, is a gorgeous, if 
necessarily partial, remedy of all 
that neglect. Sudek took moody, 
gentle pictures, whose range of 
subject matter seems immense 
even though it seldom features 
humans or other animate objects. 
He loved, one can see, the texture 
of things and the play of light. A 
most delicate man. It is easy to 
forget—in this case, almost to 
forget—to mention that he had 
only aleft arm, having lost the right 
arm in combat in World War |. Pho- 
tography is very much a manual art 
and was even more of one in 
Sudek's earlier days. It is easier to 
forget his handicap than to explain 
his success despite it. 


ghostwriter, Robert Craft, co- 
authored this monstrosity. Their 
subject is, perhaps, the most for- 
midable composer of the twentieth 
century. He deserves every atten- 
tion and respect. But no one de- 
serves the exploitative sycophancy 
that defines this swollen hulk of a 
book. 

It is a pleasure to turn from it to 
Temples of Convenience (St 
Martin’s, $5.95, in paper), by 
Lucinda Lambton, which is a know- 
ing and luxurious photo presenta- 
tion of the WC and its predeces- 
sors. As one who finds latrine 
humor noxious and scatology tire- 
some, | was surprised to find Ms. 
Lambton's survey of the conven- 
ences of the British Isles so fetcn- 
ing. She takes us from the com- 
munal latrine at the Roman fort at 
Housteads right up to yesterday, 
but the impressive productions are 


at least somewhat dated. Queen 
Victoria's water closet in the 1869 
Royal Compartment of the London 
and North-Western Railway is 
sumptuously photographed, for 
example, and gives one a new 
sense of the way royalty lived and 
traveled. An Irish pot bottoms out 
with a portrait of Gladstone, prime 
minister and foe of home rule— 
after which Jimmy Carter on a 
dartboard seems a derivative and 
minor way to make a strong politi- 
cal statement. An undated “Patent 
Non-Splash Thunder Bowl” fea- 
_ tures an unblinking human eye at 
its perigee. It is also a music box 
that offers a soothing concert when 
its lid is lifted. 
The spookiest book I've seen in 
a while is Parallels: A Look at 
Twins (Dutton, $17.95; $9.95), with 
photos by Harvey Stein. Stein of- 
fers page after page of identical 
twins, side by side and eerily alike. 
The youngest are infants, the old- 
est two Irishmen of seventy-one 
who have never married and sleep 
in the same, sparse bed, Ted 
Wolner, himself a twin, contributes 
a knowing, somewhat anguished 
text. The enterprise is, if you want 
to see it that way, another reminder 
that pathology lurks everywhere. A 
twinnamed Peter is quoted as say- 
ing: “I treasure my middle initial 
because itis different than Paul's.” 
And | always thought it would be 


nice to have somebody to swap 
clothes with. 

If my*own coffee table survives 
the credit crunch without repos- 
session, | plan to feature two quite 
different books on it. One is Impe- 
rial China: Photographs 1850- 
1912 (Pennwich/Crown, $22.50; 
$12.95), with texts by Clark 
Worswick and Jonathan Spence 
and a forward by Harrison Salis- 
bury. This is another of those 
splendidly creaky studies of the ar- 
tifacts and subject races of colo- 
nialism. There is, alas, small gran- 
deur in the book but much to 
amaze. Beside it will go The Nel- 
son A. Rockefeller Collection: 
Masterpieces of Primitive Art 
(Knopf, $30), photographed by Lee 
Boltin, with a text by Douglas New- 
ton, a forward by Andre Malraux, 
and an introduction by Rockefeller. 
As the credits indicate, the book 
starts ponderously, demonstrating 
that the justification of enormous 
profits is.a mind-numbing enter- 
prise. But the collection is stunning, 
and it is magnificently presented 
between these pages. There have 
been complaints that the book is 
too theatrical, with its pots and 
figurines too brilliantly staged. 
Since the only way really to see 
them would be in a mud hut or a 
goatskin tent, | find such lamenta- 
tions rather silly. This is a beautiful 
Book.—Patrick Owens 


Parallels: a reminder that pathology lurks everywhere 


OUTLAWS AS IN-LAWS 


on't you think this outlaw 
bit's done got out of 
hand?” asks country 


singer and outlaw ringleader 
Waylon Jennings on his recent 
album I've Always Been Crazy 
(RCA). Well, yes. Ol’ Waylon fig- 
ures things got out of hand about 
the time of his celebrated cocaine 
bust, but the fact of the matter is 
that outlawry has become so fash- 
ionable in Nashville that every- 
body's treating the outlaws like in- 
laws. When George Jones, the 
high priest of barstool country and 
one of the Nashville establish- 
ment's cornerstones, asked outlaw 
Willie Nelson to sing on one of his 
albums not too long ago, the game 
was just about over. An even better 
indicator is the national country 
music best-seller charts, where the 
Waylon & Willie album (RCA) was 
succeeded by Willie Nelson's 
Stardust (Columbia), which was 
succeeded in tum by Willie and 
Family Live (Columbia). These out- 
laws haven't just robbed the bank; 
they've installed. themselves as 
board chairmen. 

Two separate phenomena are 
involved here. One is the triumph of 
a harder, rougher, more outspoken 
brand of country music over the 
slick and sometimes bland 
Nashville product of the sixties and 
early seventies. One reason why 
it's happened is that the country 
audience now includes a great 
number of people who grew up on 
rock ’n' roll, people with more urban 
cultural values who are immune to 
massive infusions of corn pone: 


Another reason for the outlaw 
hegemony is that an entire genera- 
tion of artists whose personalities 
and tastes ran against the grain of 
Nashville. tradition—artists like 
Johnny Paycheck, whose bouts 
with liquor, drugs, and prison make 
him an eminently believable 
outlaw—has struck a responsive 
chord with the hard-core country 
audience. Working-class white 
folks, buffeted by skyrocketing in- 
flation, living in a time of crumbling 
values, feeling competition from a 
rising black underclass, puzzled 
and alienated by big government 
and cynical about corruption, are 
beginning to feel that perhaps 
they're mavericks, too. When 


Waylon Jennings. 


Waylon Jennings sings, “I've al- 
ways been crazy/ But it's kept me 
from goin’ insane,” or Paycheck 
defiantly trumpets, “You can take 
this job and shove it,” they're ex- 
pressing widespread, deep-rooted 
rebellion. 

But the most striking aspect of 
the whole outlaw phenomenon is 
the personal triumph of Willie Nel- 
son, an extraordinary singer, 
songwriter, and musical innovator 
who has emerged from twenty 
years of hard knocks and honky- 
tonks to become the undisputed 
commercial king of country music. 
It's easy enough to see why Nelson 
is considered an outlaw. He wrote 
some enduring country standards 
as long ago as the fifties and early 
sixties—"“Funny How Time Slips 
Away,”. “Night Life,” “Crazy"—but 
he couldn't get his own recording 
career off the ground; folks in 
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Nashville didn't like his flatly con- 
versational singing, and Willie's 
' records were so overproduced that 
they sounded like somebody else. 
Eventually Nelson went back to 
Texas, his home state, to play the 
honky-tonks. When young Texas 
longhairs began listening to coun- 
try music, he was right there. He 
threw a series of “picnics” that 
turned into full-scale outdoor coun- 
try and rock festivals, grew his hair 
long. and began sporting hippie 
clothes and headbands. And he 
began recording a stunning series 
of albums in Texas and even in 
New York City, not in Nashville. 
Nelson's last Nashville LP, Yes- 
terday's Wine (RCA), sold disap- 
pointingly, but it was a thoughtfully 
unified concept album and a har- 
binger of things to come. During 
the early seventies he recorded 
two albums for Atlantic, Shotgun 
Willie and Phases & Stages, which 
sold much more handsomely and 
finally launched him as a nationally 
known performer. But it was Red 
Headed Stranger, cut in Garland, 
Tex., in a day and a half in 1975, 
that really made Nelson a star. It'sa 
positively brilliant album, with an 
underlying thematic unity and a 
savvy mesh of country, blues, and 
pop stylings. Nelson put it out on 
his own Lone Star label, letting 
CBS distribute it, and it became the 
first platinum (1 million copies sold) 
country-and-western album in 
CBS history, but not before The 
Outlaws, a similarly successful col- 
laboration between Willie and his 
old friend and fellow Texan Waylon 
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Jennings on RCA, hit the million- 
seller mark. 

The Willie Nelson style is heavily 
rooted in American verities. For 
one thing, few listeners are aware 
that it is directly descended from 
western swing, a country-jazz hy- 
brid that flourished in Texas and 
Oklahoma from the thirties through 
the fifties. As played by bands'like 
Bob Wills and his Texas Playboys 
and the short-lived but influential 
Milton Brown and his Musical 
Brownies, western swing deftly 
combined the old-time, hoe down 


explain Nelson's singing, which 
combines a straightforward, al- 
most speechlike delivery with a 
sense of shading derived frofn 
blues and a fondness for lazy, 
behind-the-beat phrasing that Nel- 
son himself attributes to a continu- 
ing fondness for Frank Sinatra? 
All these influences fall into 
place on Willie and Family Live, a 
two-record retrospective that was 
taped in performance in Las Vegas 
and is almost a live anti-album. At 
times Nelson sings so personally 
and informally that he seems to be 


but in terms of musical style and 
content, Paycheck and Waylon 
Jennings more accurately fill the 
bill. Paycheck's most recent al- 
bum, Armed and Crazy (Epic), isa 
good example of Nashville's resili- 
ence in the face of the outlaw 
onslaught. The album was pro- 
duced by Nashville veteran Billy 
Sherrill, but the music is raw, 
honky-tonking country rock 'n’ roll. 
Jennings's self-produced /'ve Aj- 
ways Been Crazy was also re- 
corded in Nashville. The sound is 
lean, stripped-down country rock. 


~ Willie Nelson with admirer: the undisputed commercial king of country. 


fiddle tunes that the first Texas 
settlers brought from farther east 
with influences from black blues, 
hot jazz solos, Tin Pan Alley tunes, 
and echoes of Mexican music. 
Western swing musicians listened 
carefully to performers as diverse 
as swingmaster Benny Goodman 
and blues singer Tampa Red, and 
this is the tradition Willie Nelson is 
carrying on. How else can one ex- 
plain his Stardust album (Colum- 
bia), which consists of very per- 
sonal renditions of standards like 
“September Song” and “Blue 
Skies,” with jazzy, improvised solos 


‘ 


from Mickey Raphael's keening ~ 


harmonica and Nelson's guitar? 
For that matter, how else can one 


talking, and the musicians, who 
have been with him for years, are 
not afraid of playing wrong notes or 
making clumsy transitions in their 
attempts to follow his mercurial 
muse. The songs aren't dressed 
up in any way. They're rendered 
Straight, as songs, unadorned by 
dramatics or flashy licks, and the 
result is that they're either plain or 
profoundly moving, depending on 
one’s point of view. . 
Johnny Paycheck makes a brie 
guest appearance on the album, 
singing “Take This Job and Shove 
{t,” and Nelson remarks, “Now you 
talk about an outlaw!” Willie cer- 
tainly earned his outlaw spurs by 
fighting the system and winning, 


It owes something to Nelson's 
minimalism, but it's much closer to, 
say, Buddy Holly, in whose Crickets 
Jennings briefly played during the 
fifties and whose hits are revived 
on Waylon's album in a tough, af- 
fecting medley. 

Rock 'n’ roll was always an out- 


" law music in the context of the trad- 


itional southern and southwestern 
culture from which it sprang; and if 
any contemporary country music 
deserves an outlaw tag, it’s mu- 
sic like that of Jennings and Pay- 
check. Let Willie Nelson call him- 
self an outlaw if he wants to. 
The fact is that his personal style 
and exceptional talent make him 
unique.—Aobert Palmer Ot, 
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Northern industry, with the 
help of southern collaborators, is destroying 
the South and buying the southern 
worker at bargain-basement prices in 
modern-day slave markets 


SOUTH 
WILL FALL 
AGAIN 


BY FRED POWLEDGE 


ore than a century ago, the military and economic 
Mes of the northern United States was unleashed 
inst the southernmost states in a bloody civil war. 
ght then, and are still being 
a holy war against the clearly recognized 
of slavery—that the crusaders from the North y 
aly with freeing thousands of blacks 
t bodies, and very minds had bee 
y the corrupt southern system 
very had a great deal to do with the \ 
th fighting about. But we tend to o 
worthy motive that some students o° the 
> to the North and that may, in 
even taken precedence over slavery in the minc 
1ough ton 


wder t 


taught, that it we 


concerned s 
familie 


W 


ar, to be sure, 


of the crusaders: a desire 


to beat the South to a bloody pul 


tage of the entire region—to effect 


sconomic ens ave- 


ment 

The Southland of a century ago was a place rich in 
natural and an resources, a place whose red clays 
and black tor slands and extrava- 
gant sunlight produc mers wanted but 
could not grow and contained minerals that the North 
needed but could not mine. It should not be su 5 


some of their grandchildren of today, saw the North's gre 
crusade as tinged by more than a bit of hypocrisy. 

It is happening again now. The question of human slav- 
ery is gone with ‘the winds of more than a century, but the 
issues of economic and social exploitation remain. North- 
ern-based industry and business (and, increasingly now, 
wealthy businesses and multinational conglomerates from 
overseas) are buying the southern environment. They are 
taking the southern land, the mountains. the seashore, as 
never before, and they are strip-mining it, exhausting it, 


erecting fences around it. They are deplet- 
ing the water tables and fouling the 
streams and rivers and skies. They are buy- 
ing the southern worker, white and black, at 
bargain-basement prices in modern-day 
slave markets run by compliant southern 
governments and euphemistically called 
“vocational” and “technical” colleges. 

These outsiders are, in fact, receiving a 
great deal of help from state and local gov- 
ernments in their efforts to strip into 
exhaustion both the land and the bodies of 
the people who work on it. Public tax 
monies pay for efforts to keep that terrifying 
word unionization from intruding into the 
vocabularies of many parts of the region. 
Local governments invite exploitative in- 
dustries with promises of deferred or 
abated taxes—which could have been 
used to improve the welfare of the people of 
the region, who badly need such improve- 
ment. State judges and administrators 
routinely deny the southern worker the 
most elementary forms of compensation for 
lives, limbs, and lungs lost in the service of 
far-off boards of directors of textile mills 
and coal-mining combines. Organized re- 
ligion, which remains an important compo- 
nent of many southerners’ lives, may be 
found in the pay of the exploiters. Spies 
and collaborators were among the south- 
erners in that other civil war, too. 

The degree to which some southern 
politicians, educators, bankers, realtors, 
churchmen, and assorted promoters sell 
out the region of their nativity is scandal- 
ous, but the chief exploiter of the modern- 
day South remains the nonsoutherner. It is 
not difficult, in fact, to see the situation as 
some kind of a new civil war. 

Itis as foolish to generalize about south- 
ermers as itis about any other ethnic group, 
but it may be said that a notably high per- 
centage of the region's population is toler- 
ant of what business and industry do— 
tolerant, in fact, to the point of gullibility. 
That tendency has been true tor decades. 
It has to do with southerners’ basic awe of 
one another's property rights, and it has a 
lot to do with the historical poverty of the 
region. Southerners have been so econom- 
ically deprived for so long-—since well be- 
fore the earlier war—that they have been 
pathetically and understandably eager to 
take whatever is offered to them in the 
name of "economic progress," even if it is 
progress achieved at the expense of 
human lives and the destruction of the envi- 
ronment. 

So far, the exploiters have been winning. 
But just as in the earlier conflict, impas- 
sioned opposition to the foreign intruders 
and to the collaborators and spies at home 
has formed among the southern ranks. The 
militants are thoroughly outnumbered, but 
they are far from dismayed, and they have 
never been stronger. One gets the impres- 
sion, when one talks with them, that they 
think of themselves as engaged in some 
sort of a holy crusade against the forces 
that would ruin their homeland. They know 
that outside industry, having built, dese- 
crated, and finally abandoned the industrial 
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slums of the North and Midwest—the Fall 
Rivers, the Garys, the Jersey Cities—has 
no compunction about doing the same 
with Norfolk's vast tidewater fortune or with 
Georgia's brooding Marshes of Glynn, the 
wild and primitive Cumberland Mountains 
of Tennessee, the Allegheny Mountains of 
West Virginia, the Blue Ridge Mountains of 
North Carolina. 

Those who have vowed to fight this civil 
war against the outsiders from the North 
know that the South is a delicate organism. 
Both its environment and its people are 
increasingly subject to modern pressures 
that could erode its identity. Nobody has 
ever been able to explain just what that 
southern identity is, but it is fairly correct, if 
an oversimplification, to say that the two 
biggest treasures of the region are its phys- 
ical environment and its people. If either of 
them was taken away or seriously altered, 
as those who exploit the South would surely 
do, the South would cease to exist. It would 
become another Fall River, another Gary, 


* 


Developers have descended 
on the South in droves, 
ruining the lives of those 

who were there first 
and closing off whole 
islands to the general public. 
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another Jersey City. 

The list of ways in which the Southland 
and its people are being exploited is limited 
only by the promoters’ ideas about how to 
turn a fast buck. Here are some of the more 
prominent ones. 

The first is strip-mining, in all its manifes- 
tations and variations. This is one of the 
most obvious and depressing ways in 
which the southern environment is pro- 
faned. It is practiced wherever the corpo- 
rate mind perceives a need for what lies 
under the soil and wherever local opposi 
tion can be overridden, bought out, intimi- 
dated, or co-opted. But it is at its worst in 
the southern mountains, where almost half 
of the nation’s coal is produced. 

According to one estimate (in which Ap- 
palachia is broadly defined as the high 
ground from southern New York State to 
northern Mississippi), the region has 81 
percent of the land in the nation that has 
been “disturbed” by strip-mining and then 
left unreclaimed. It also contains three- 
quarters of the nation's areas that are prone 
to mine subsidence and more than 93 per- 
cent of the total miles of streams damaged 
by the acids that drain out of mines. 

The word raped is often used to describe 


the condition of much of the southern high- 
lands where minerals are found, and it is 
hardly an exaggeration. Mining and land- 
development companies own property or 
mineral rights on great portions of the ele- 
vated land, particularly around the Cum- 
berland Mountains in eastern Tennessee 
and Kentucky, and they strip-mine it mer- 
cilessly. They have intimidated landowners 
who preferred not to sell to them; and once 
they have gained control of the land, they 
have methodically proceeded toward the 
morally outrageous goal of tearing moun- 
tains apart. 

They dynamite the tops and sides off the 
hills, caring little that the explosions dam- 
age homes below. The resulting landslides 
block highways and, more important, 
streams, from which much of the Appala- 
chian population gets its drinking water. 
Acids from the operation pollute the water 
as well. The "overburden," which is the 
name the strip miners use for the upper 
layers of soil that stand between them and 
the coal they seek, is thrown down the hill. 
Huge draglines—machines that resemble 
toy steam shovels but are as big as movie 
houses—are brought in, and they steadily 
scrape everything out of the earth that is in 
their way, 

The process causes horrible erosion, 
and farmers who have retained the bottom- 
land (which the coal companies don't want, 
since it doesn't bear coal) have found that 
they can't work it anymore. The streams 
there become more prone to flooding, and 
insome cases silting has filled in the stream 
beds and caused them to rise. As a result, 
a farmer who once owned twenty acres of 
workable bottomland may find that he now 
owns twelve or thirteen. 

A new federal reclamation law requires 
miners to restore land that is stripped (but 
not that which was ruined before the law's 
enactment), and there have been reports 
that the larger strippers have been obeying 
it. But huge segments of the Appalachian 
environment have been ruined, and some 
wildcatters are ignoring the rules. 

Through widespread underassessment, 
the coal companies pay far less than their 
fair share in real-estate and other taxes, 
thus contributing to the poverty of the re- 
gion and the inability and disinclination of 
state and county officials to provide 
adequate health and educational pro- 
grams for the people. In fact, it has been 
charged that the strip miners would be 
happy if there were no people in the moun- 
tains at all. Strong backs were once in great 
demand when coal was taken (as it still is in 
some places) from deep mines. The coal 
companies despised the workers, but they 
needed them; so they tolerated them. 
Strip-mining can be done by a handful of 
people; so now the companies think of hu- 
mans as just additional overburden to be 
stripped away. 

One giant in the field of strip-mining is 
AMAX, Inc., which used to be known as 
American Metal Climax, Inc.—an odd 
name likely to be remembered by New York- 
ers who go to and from their Rockefeller 
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Center subway station through the bowels 
of something called the American Metal 
Climax Building. AMAX extracts things 
from the ground in fifteen countries, and 
not long ago it obtained a lease on some 
140,000 acres of southern Appalachian 
coal holdings from the J.M. Huber Com- 
pany, a New Jersey firm. 

AMAX is a New York corporation, with its 
headquarters in Greenwich, Conn., and 
1977 sales of $1.337 billion. Among the 
things it likes to take from the earth, be- 
sides Coal, are copper, iron ore, lead, zinc, 
molybdenum, tungsten, potash, and plat- 
inum. In 1975 Standard Oil of California 
acquired 20 percent of AMAX's stock. This 
is part of arecent trend, born in the energy 
crisis, in which the petroleum cartel seeks 
to gain control of other forms of energy as 
well. In 1975 energy conglomerates owned 
three of the nation’s top four coal produc- 
ers 

Then there is phosphate mining, which 
may turn out to be the worst pestilence of 
all. Phosphorus is essential to hurnan life. It 
and potassium and nitrogen form the great 
triumvirate of soil nutrients; without them, 
yields are certain to be low. The only known 
source of phosphorus is phosphate rock, 
which generally occurs in sedimentary de- 
posits originating with the sea—and 84 
percent of the nation’s marketable phos- 
phate rock comes from central and north- 
ern Florida and coastal North Carolina. 

In addition to agricultural uses, the min- 
eral is added to detergents (except where 
jocalities have outlawed it because of the 
damage caused when it reenters the water 
supply and produces rampant algae 
growth), food preservatives, medicines, 
soft drinks, fuel additives, plastics, and in- 
secticides. It is used in photography. So it’s 
useful, But phosphate rock classically is 
strip-mined, and getting it out of the ground 
and through the processing machinery 
causes dangers and discomforts to the 
surrounding environment and people. 
There have been problems with radioactiv- 
ity, depletion of groundwater supplies, and 
wholesale destruction of fish and wildlife. 

In Florida the “overburden” averages 
twenty feet in thickness, In North Carolina 
the draglines must remove’ about ninety 
feet of sandy coastal soil before they hit pay 
dirt. Until fairly recently, when public and 
governmental pressures caused a change, 
the ravaged open pits remained after the 
draglines had moved on, just as they did in 
the southern mountains once the coal had 
been taken. According to one estimate, 
130,000 acres of land have already been 
stripped in Florida, As is the case with coal, 
most mines stripped before the passage of 
reclamation laws don’t have to be re- 
claimed. 

Phosphate mining ts highly capital inten- 
sive (in Florida, where most of the mineral in 
the United States is stripped, only 6,000 
people were employed in the process in 
1977), and the capital is retained in the 
hands of relatively large firms having little or 
no allegiance to the southern environment. 
Their names are familiar; WR, Grace & 
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Company of New York: Texasgulf of Con- 
necticut; Mobil Oil of New York; Swift Ag- 
ricultural Chemicals of Chicago, U.S. 
Steel's Agri-Chemicals division of Pitts- 
burgh; Borden of New York City, Interna- 
tional Minerals and Chemical Corp, of New 
York; Phillips Petroleum of Bartlesville, 
Okla.; and Hooker Chemical (of Love Canal 
disaster fame) of Niagara Falls, N.Y By the 
1970s fifteen companies mined more than 
95 percent of the nation’s phosphate. Most 
of itcame from strip mines in the South, and 
most of the companies had their head- 
quarters outside the region. 

The environmental and other problems 
caused by the mining and processing of 
phosphate are enormous, even when one 
considers the undisputed value of the min- 
eral, Strip-mining itself is bad enough, but 
there's plenty to worry about after the rock 
is wrenched from the carth and processed 
into forms that are more efficiently used in 
agriculture. (Even environmentally minded 
agriculturists acknowledge that raw phos- 
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Because of 
underassessment, coal 
companies pay far 
less than their fair share 
of taxes, thus 
contributing to the poverty 
of the region. 
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phate rock, straight from the earth, is vastly 
inferior to refined versions of the mineral.) 
The processing involves some unwanted 
side products, among them an impure 
gypsum with few uses and a gelatinous 
slime that the industry prefers to think of as 
“waste phosphatic clays” and which the 
U.S. Bureau of Mines refers to as a “ditfi- 
cult-to-dispose-of waste material.” The 


gypsum and slime are impounded in. 


man-made lakes. 

Southern phosphate mines use vast 
quantities of electricity to drive the giant 
draglines, and they gulp down copious 
amounts of water. Texasgulf Incorporated, 
which refers to itself as part of “the natural 
resources industry,’ owns or leases some 
35,000 acres near Aurora, N.C., next to the 
incredibly rich and irreplaceable Pamlico 
Sound. Tg, as it is known, has its head- 
quarters in Stamford, Conn. 

Since 1963, Tg has been going after an 
estimated 1.2 billion tons of phosphate 
near Aurora, most recently with four drag- 
lines that look like something out of 
space-exploration movies. The largest 
such electrically powered machine weighs 
4,435 tons; with each excavation of the rich 
vein of North Carolina phosphate, Its buck- 


et picks up enough payload to fill a two- 
car garage. It cuts a swath about 150 feet 
wide and 3,000 feet long. The view from the 
edge of the strip-mine pit in Aurora ts like 
the view of one of our western canyons, with 
one important exception: there is no beauty 
in Aurora, just an ugly open pit that is far 
larger than the eye is prepared to behold, 
next to a blinding white mountain of gyp- 
sum waste. Company officials are not re- 
luctant to remind the awed spectator about 
phosphate’s importance to human life. “It's 
not a question of whether you want phos- 
phate mining or not,” said one of them re- 
cently while escorting a visitor to the pit. 
“You've got to have it if you want to eat 
There's no substitute for it” 

Water is important to human life, too, 
however, and the Aurora mine pumps 67 
million gallons of it out of the ground each 
day in order to relieve pressure in the un- 
derground aquifer so that the mine may be 
kept relatively dry. This action has the addi- 
tional effect of reducing the pressure in the 
wells of most of Tg’s neighbors, most of 
them farm families. Some firms might have 
removed the water with impunily, respond- 
ing to local complaints with a “Let them 
drink Coke’ attitude, but Tg has accepted 
responsibility for the lowering of pressure 
and has replaced about 900 pumps for 
nearby residents since operations started. 

There is. a great deal more concern about 
the effects of phosphate mining on the 
Floridan aquifer in Florida, where popula- 
tion and industrial growth have strained the 
groundwater system almost to its capacity. 
And there is an additional threat that is 
posed by the lakes of colloidal slimes. In 
Florida the slimes are usually impounded 
within dikes, which frequently leak and 
break. The slimes are not chemically 
poisonous, according to Gene McNeill, an 
expert with the Environmental Protection 
Agency (EPA) in Atlanta, but "they coat ev- 
erything that's in their path and kill that 
way—fish, wildlife, vegetable life. you 
name it. It has been estimated that it takes 
three years for a place to recover from one 
of these breaks.” The Peace River, which 
flows into the Gulf south of Sarasota, has 
been hit by at least two score of slime 
floods. In 1971 one of them released an 
estimated 7 billion gallons into the river. The 
slimes had been impounded by the Cities 
Service Oil Company. 

Florida has a reclamation law, but as one 
official of the state's Department of En- 
vironmental Regulation puts it, * 'Re- 
claimed’ means different things to different 
people. You can fill a pit with water and call 
ita lake. ... Some of them put signs on the 
dams around the slime ponds that say 'Re- 
clamation Project.’ It looks good from the 
road, but on the other side it's just slime.” 

And that's not all. There are forty-one 
petitions now pending before the secretary 
of the interior for phosphate strip-mining 
rights in the Osceola National Forest in 
northernmost Florida—the Florida Audu- 
bon Society says that one-third of the forest 
will be destroyed—and there are few en- 
couraging signs that the land and its water 
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“| like men whose natures are whimsical 


. . 
All or la ‘weet offbeat, and maybe even a little eccentric,” 
explains delectable Natalia Farris 


“They may be difficult to live with, 


- : ee but they're a lot more fun to /ove with! 
@/ have sexy Lauren Bacall she concludes. As these rather 


eyes, and! guess my derriereis _ imaginative photographs suggest, 


Natalia wants her surroundings 

to reflect her happily unconventional 
nature. “Happy is the key word here,” 
she points out. "I can't stand people 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER _ whoare malcontents 


pretty seductive, too.® 


“My parents always had the same philosophy that | do; they 

love exotic, beautiful things, which is why they decided to 

name me Natalia instead of Betsy or Judy. As they said, ‘The 

least we can do for you is give you a name that isn’t like 

everyone else's.’ Neither are Natalia’s looks average— 

they're better. “| know how to use my 36-24-36 inches to 
maximum advantage,” she admits. 


“For the picture below, the photographer told me to act like a 

mustang—and | really got into it. Then | positioned myself like 

the ceramic figurine in the photo at left. It was fun—and silly, in 

a good way. Kind of like playing charades with my clothes off.” 

Just playing herself, Natalia is equally devastating. “| have 

sexy Lauren Bacall eyes,” she admits. “And | guess my der- 
riere is pretty seductive, too.” 


“| hope that 
doesn't sound 
too narc 

she add: 
cause | don't 
really mean it 
that way. I've 
always believec 
that my looks 
are an un 
earned gift! 
should share 
with others, not 
squander or 
feel conceited 
about. | don't 
need to boost 
my own ego 
anyway, she 
points out 
“Men do that 
for me 


Ahealthy 
California girl, 
Natalia has taken 
up karate. “Still, | 
hope I'll never 
have to use it to 
ward off some 
strange man. I'd 
rather use it to 
wrestle some 
sexy man to the 
ground and jump 
on his bones!" 
With such good 
intentions, 
Natalia will find 
plenty of ad- 
mirers who'll get 
weak-kneed at 
the very sight 

of her. 
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and wildlife and future will not be turned 
over to the exploiters from outside. But in 
the long run even this may be less impor- 
tant than the problem of radiation. 

In Florida's phosphate deposit, there is 
radioactive material—from 0.1 to 0.4 
pound of it per ton. The EPA's Gene McNeill 
says that the slurry water used to carry the 
gypsum by-product around the mine site is 
“highly contaminated" with a number of po- 
tentially dangerous products, among them 
“high levels of radium.” Although the ef- 
fects, if any, of the mixture on the under- 
ground water table are unknown, “they're 
highly suspect," McNeill says. “And if Flori- 
dan aquifer gets contaminated, that's it for 
Florida's water supply.” 

Additional radioactive material, says 
McNeill, enters the aboveground envi- 
ronment through a procedure that phos- 
phate miners use to dry the rock. This prob- 
lem, along with most of the others, could 
quite likely be solved through changes in 
production techniques, some of them al- 
ready developed experimentally by the 
miners themselves. But there appears to be 
ittle effort in that direction when a govern- 
ment agency such as the EPA makes such 
a proposal. “They resent being to/d to do 
it,” said McNeill. 

Radiation is a special problem on Florida 
and that has been mined and then “re- 


“Okay, Rodney, I'll marry you but / won't clean up after you!” 
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claimed,” according to studies conducted 
by Florida and the EPA scientists. One of 
those studies reported that reclaimed 
areas had radiation levels higher than 
those set by the U.S. surgeon general tor 
uranium miners. And an amazing docu- 
ment from the EPA in 1976 reported a link 
among phosphate mining, radiation, lung 
cancer—and Florida architecture. 

Central Florida houses are typically built 
on concrete slabs poured directly on the 
ground. Where homes have been con- 
structed on reclaimed phosphate-mine 
land, a radioactive gas known as radon- 
222, a descendant of decaying uranium. 
bubbles up through the soil that has been 
stirred by the “reclamation” process. It en- 
ters the homes and lungs of the residents 

“Radon is known to cause cancer,” says 
Gene McNeill. “Living in some of those 
places is just like being in a uranium mine.” 
One proposed solution is to improve venti- 
lation by constructing crawl spaces be- 
tween the houses’ foundations and their 
living surfaces, The EPA has estimated that 
Floridians who wanted to reduce their ex- 
posure to radiation by 40 to 80 percent 
could so so, but that the modifications 
would add from $450 to $5,250 to the value 
of each new home over the life of the 
mortgage. 

The southern environment—and espe- 
cially that most vulnerable portion of it that 
is situated high in the forested mountains or 
along the rich, warm “lowcountry"—is 
being threatened by another form of out- 


side exploitation, one that would seem to 
be well removed from the dangers of 
tadon-222 and colloidal slimes. Here the 
threats come from green, groomed golf 
courses and architecturally pleasing 
homes, from brochures promising the good 
and secure life; from fantasies about the 
deep, soft powder of Appalachian ski 
slopes 

Developers, many of them harboring no 
more appreciation of the southern envi 
ronment than a phosphate stripper has 
have descended on the region's coast and 
mountains in droves, ruining the lives of 
those who were there first and closing off 
whole islands to the general public. which 
rightfully should own them. The desecra- 
tions are most easily seen, of course, in 
Florida, where land development has prac- 
tically become a synonym for fraud and 
where one-quarter of the state’s wetlands 
has been lost to “development” in the last 
two decades. Bul other parts of the South 
as well, have come under more recent at- 
tack by the developers 

The pitch now is a bit more sophisticated 
than it once was. Just as hustlers of every- 
thing from toothpaste to hair dye have 
latched onto the word natura/ as a spurious. 
device for selling their products. the devel- 
opers offer the buyers of condominiums 
and second homes a piece of imagined 
ecology along with their real estate. Build- 
ers have been instructed to leave a few 
trees standing around when they finish 
their houses. The development companies 
bestow on their creations such names as 
“Quail Hollow" and “Fiddler's Ridge” and 
“Smoke Rise.” The advertising brochures 
are low-key and, in the case of the 
coastline, are filled with photographs of 
lush palmetto trees, egrets, deer, logger- 
head turtles, and salt marshes —all of them 
backdrops for the implicit claim that human 
beings with plenty of money and a mod- 
icum of good taste can and should live or 
vacation comfortably in such surround- 
ings, despite increasing evidence that it is 
inordinately stupid to attempt to build per- 
manent structures along the ocean, and 
further evidence that when the second 
homes go up, the egrets, turtles, marshes 
and almost everything else will go away. 

The condominium islands off South Caro- 
lina have become so exclusive that ordi- 
nary coastal people, who traditionally have 
thought of the beach as the property of 
everyone in general and no one in particu- 
lar, have lost access to it. A state planner 
commented not long ago that “it’s gotten so 
you almost have to go to the Holiday Inn to 
get to the beach.” 

The southern mountains, which Jook like 
a good approximation of eternity but are 
actually among the most delicate of the 
nation’s regions, are under similar attack 
from the developers. These mountains are 
among the last few places in the continen- 
tal United States where one can really “get 
away” on foot and truly be responsible for 
one's own survival. Although they have 
been clear-cut by the lumber companies 
and disemboweled by the coal miners 
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there is still enough left to make them a 
national treasure. But they may not last 
long. 

Snow, once thought of as a wintertime 
nuisance in the highlands of Georgia, 
North Carolina, and Virginia, has been re- 
discovered there, and ski resorts have 
been carved out of the mountainsides. 
Often they serve as little more than come- 
ons for inadequately designed con- 
dominium developments that wreck the 
balance of the mountains’ resources and 
reduce the independent, self-reliant hill 
people to squadrons of motel chamber- 
maids and parking-lot attendants 

Western North Carolina, which so far has 
escaped the worst of the coal miners’ drag- 
lines, appears to be the most affected by 
the developers’ bulldozers. Ski-condomin- 
ium communities with fancy names in the 
North Carolina mountains often end up, 
their critics charge, as examples of low- 
quality construction that produce air and 
water pollution and a great deal of erosion 
and place enormous strains on the social 
and physical resources of financially 
strapped local governments. 

The knife is twisted even further, in the 
estimation of many in the mountains, by the 
fact that a unique federal-state agency that 
is supposed to be helping the region is, 
instead, promoting its continued ruination 
by outsiders. The agency is the Appala- 
chian Regional Commission (ARC), created 
in 1965 by Congress to help build a self- 
sustaining economy and to provide “the 
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health and skills needed by Appalachians 
to compete in the economic life of the na- 
tion wherever they choose to live." It seems 
to be putting most of its resources behind a 
plan to construct a 3,000-mile system of 
mountain highways. 

“The Appalachian Regional Commission 
is trying to centralize the population,” says 
John Burris, a staff member of Save Our 
Cumberland Mountains, Inc., a Tennessee 
organization whose primary commitment is 
the fight against strip-mining. "The ARC 
wants to bring everybody together out of 
the mountains, ostensibly so they can pro- 
vide the services better and easier. But 
what that does is clear the way for mining 
and extractive industries and other forms of 
development.” 

In matters of the physical environment, it 
is almost possible to understand—though 
certainly not to excuse—northern indus- 
tries’ despoliations on the grounds that they 
are just acting as American businesses have 
always acted. Despite the pretty words that 
run through their annual reports and the 
institutional ad drivel about loving the envi- 
ronment and being responsible corporate 
citizens, most of these businesses lack 
anything that could pass for a conscience 
or a set of moral values. In their frenzies to 
extract what's under the overburden, they 
are like that premier symbol of our popular 
culture, the shark, reacting involuntarily to 
the smell of food. No moral decisions are 
necessary, or even possible, before the kill. 

It's a little different, though, with the 


» 
a ae é 


4 ‘i v ae 
Fp 
ACTUALLY, FENUOY Gt 

||] woak AS A ‘TALK SHOW, 
/ HOST, But It'S GOOD 
{0 BE AWAY FROM 
THE GLARE OF 
TELEVISION CAMERAS 
FOR A WHILE. TH'S 
1S My FIRST VACAT- 
JON 1M THREE YEARS 


AND | FEEL THAT. 


conrimued > 


een 


92 PENTHOUSE 


exploitation of the southern worker. Here 
human lives are immediately at stake 
Radiation from phosphate mines may be a 
problem, even a lethal one, at some future 
time, but paying a living wage is a problem 
that occurs right now. It is a fact of Ameri- 
can life that many northern industries are in 
the South right now because they know that 
they can get by without paying a decent 
wage. And it is another fact that persons 
and institutions of power in the South— 
state and local governments, chambers of 
commerce, banks, courts, regulatory 
boards—routinely assist the exploiters in 
evading this most basic obligation. 

Just as the coal was stripped away and 
the ugly pit left to disfigure the land. the 
southern worker is raked over, cheated out 
of adecent wage, sometimes robbed of his 
or her health, and then cast aside, often 
without decent workmen's compensation 
or a pension. The one remedy that could go 
a great distance toward curing this situa- 
tion—the organizing of southern workers 
into unions—is fought like the Godless 
Communist Conspiracy by southern indus- 
try, southern money, and southern govern- 
ments. However, some southerners see 
southern industry, money, and government 
and northern exploitation as being inter- 
locking and interchangable—as being, in 
themselves, the conspiracy. 

In their opinion, this “conspiracy” suc- 
ceeds because of a number of interrelated 
factors that are endemic to the latter-day 
South: 

* Largely because of that other civil war. 
the region has been an impoverished, de- 
veloping nation within the larger American 
society—pathetically grateful for any job 
opportunities that come along. Because of 
the much-heralded Sunbelt boom of recent 
years, the South's position has been im- 
proving, But whole sections of the popula- 
tion and geography remain economically 
retarded. 

* Southern workers are different from 
many others. They do, by and large, be- 
lieve in giving a day's work for a day's pay. 
And they do, by and large, regard unionism 
with some apprehension. Because the 
labor movement has never before taken the 
time to understand the southern worker, he 
and she have never been able to under- 
stand that unionism doesn't have to be the 
Teamsters or a rest home for shiftless bu- 
reaucrats —that it can be what they decide 
it should be. 

Jim Sessions, a Texas preacher's son 
(and a Methodist minister himself), is the 
director of Southerners for Economic Jus- 
tice, an organization which hopes, among 
other things, that a new and better brand of 
unionism will evolve in the South. “It used to 
be that the textile workers’ union would 
bring in Yankee organizers.” he said not 
long ago at his home near Knoxville, “and 
they wouldn't understand at all the role that 
feligion plays in this area, or the cultural 
differences, the southern loyalties, the 
southern exclusivism that people hold so 
dear to their hearts—the parochialism, the 
isolation—especially in the mountains and 
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An ex-wife relives her marnage with Marlon. 


LAST TANGLE 
WITH BRANDO 


BY ANNA KASHFI BRANDO AND E.P. STEIN 


arlon Brando has been described as a whirlpool of 
Mess that sucks in and exhausts every passing 
creature, As his former wife. | have tumbled 

and twisted at the center of that vortex, loved it, loathed 
it, and finally struggled to escape its grasp 

Marlon's appeal is difficult to particularize. As a 
conversationalist, he is stumbling, inarticulate, 
sometimes incoherent. Yet he attracts chroniclers, 
intellectuals, and a legion of emulators. As a 
creative artist, he is a jackdaw with ideas, 
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scattering them with weedy profligacy to 
disrupt the more cultivated soil of other 
minds. Yet his ideas have devastated his 
coworkers, made his motion pictures ridic- 
ulous, and brought a major studio to the 
door of bankruptcy. As a seducer, he is 
clumsy. As a lover, he is inconsiderate. 

A studio publicity blurb asked: "What is 
there about Marlon Brando that attracts 
women? Will his half-man, half-beast qual- 
ity of lovemaking replace the more subtle 
techniques of John Barrymore and Ru- 
dolph Valentino?” Ex-mistresses, ex- 
friends, ex-associates, casual acquain- 
tances relate a spectrum of Rashomon-like 
impressions through which, occasionally, a 
glimpse can be caught of his inner self. 
Some still love him. Some hate him (one 
discarded paramour sought revenge by 
casting a voodoo spell on his front lawn). 
No one remains indifferent. Some sensed 
an animal magnetism. Others were at- 
tracted only by the movie star image. 

Women who have shared Marlon's bed 
share common characteristics: dark hair, 
dark complexion, and, preferably, sloe 
eyes, Marlon reserves his favors for Orien- 
tals, Latins, Negroes, Polynesians, and |n- 
dians, both East and West. When! accused 
him of choosing “inferior” women as part- 
ners in order to satisfy his need for superior- 
ity feelings, he was incensed. “My mother 
was blonde,” he said, thereby expos- 
ing—while still denying—the roots of his 
sexual fancy. At a later time he admitted 
that he could not function sexually with 
light-skinned females. The darker women 
pose no Oedipal threat. 

“Every night,” Marlon has said, “50 million 
women get into bed to masturbate, thinking 
of sex with Marlon Brando.” One outgrowth 
of Marlon's sexuality was his penchant for 
motorcycles, As a penis equivalent, the 
motorcycle is unchallenged (‘I never felt 
better than with that big hard thing between 
my legs,” Marlon said). Further, itis a penis 
that can be exhibited to the world—in a 
Noisy, obtrusive fashion no one can deny. 

Yet it was difficult to discuss Marlon’s 
sexuality with him. Despite his introspec- 
tion, he shied from the subject like a Victo- 
rian virgin. But he would freely recount in- 
cidents from his childhood that signaled 
incipient sexual aberration. A weak, pas- 
sive father and a domineering, aggressive, 
castrating mother derailed him early from 
the track of normality. He continually de- 
precated his father to me; Marlon, Sr. af- 
forded an alcoholic womanizer as the 
model for his son to emulate. As a child, 
Marlon frequently observed his mother 
convulsively drunk at home and in public. 
The effect on him was enduring. 


| saw Marlon Brando for the first time in 
October 1955, while | was lunching in the 
Paramount Studio commissary. The meet- 
ing was not notable for stirring a sudden 
emotional surge. No bells rang. No glances 
were transfixed across a crowded room. If 
bells had rung, they would have been 
drowned out by the din; the Paramount 
commissary was a crowded, clamorous 
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cavern whose acoustics reminded me of 
the Bombay railway station | had known as 
a young girl 

The commissary's partitioning efforts 
consisted of wooden cafeteria tables with 
legs of varying lengths. | was seated at one 
of them with Harry Mines, the studio publi- 
cist, and A. C. Lyles, assistant producer for 
The Mountain—the motion picture | was 
then engaged in—and later the producer 
of countless Westerns (Law of The Law- 
less, Raymie, and so on), 

An adjoining table had captured Pearl 
Bailey and George Sanders, two actors 
whom | had already met. The two were con- 
vulsed over the antics of a man at another, 
nearby table. This man, | became aware, 
was staring at me—staring, that is, when 
he was not alternately occupied with kiss- 
ing and nibbling at the nape of a blonde 
(subsequently identified to me as Eva 
Marie Saint) seated beside him. Ripples of 
attention were expanding from the source 
of the staring and nibbling. 


e 


“Marlon, you have 
a speech impediment,” | said 
upon seeing a 16mm print 
of Desirée. “You lisp.” With 
that opinion he left 
the room. | didn't see him for 
more than two weeks. 
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Finally, A. C. Lyles left our table, con- 
ferred briefly with Pauline Kissinger, 
chargeé d'affaires of the Paramount com- 
missary for thirty-five years until its closing, 
and was introduced by Pauline to the 
starer. Evidently, the man expressed a de- 
sire to meet me, for he then followed A. C. 
back to our table. 

“This,” | understood A. C. to say, “is Mari- 
lyn Bongo.” Through the commissary 
noises and in such an exotic environment, it 
sounded reasonable. 

“Hi,” the man said. Somehow | had ex- 
pected a statement more profound. The 
face, with an incipient heaviness about the 
jawline, reflected a wistfulness, an open 
sensuality, a sensitivity, and an ineffable 
indifference. The bluish gray eyes prom- 
ised power in reserve, an inexhaustible 
force. It was the face of a man whose inner 
turmoil was preparing an organized es- 
cape. | smiled. He shuffled his feet. | nod- 
ded. He executed an awkward bow, reshuf- 
fled his feet, and retreated to his table. 

Such was the momentous meeting. | had 
seen none of his films and did not recog- 
nize him. Nor did | feel | would recognize 
him if we met again. He seemed unsure, 
unprepossessing, unmemorable. His 


T-shirt and blue jeans only underscored 
that impression 

After the excitement that the incident 
engendered among the onlookers had 
died down, | put it out of my mind. Later that 
afternoon, when | was leaving the set of The 
Mountain, Harry Mines brought it up again 
“Remember that gentleman who was sit- 
ting at the next table during lunch? Well, he 
would like to take you out.” 

| gave Harry some noncommittal answer. 
At that time | was dating an Italian jet pilot 
named Enrico Mandiaco. Although the in- 
tent of our relationship was yet unresolved, | 
felt no particular impulse to venture another 
man. Indeed, as an Indian woman, | still felt 
a degree of trepidation about the trustwor- 
thiness of the American male 

There the matter rested for about a week, 
lt was raised again by a telephone call. 
“This is Marlon Brando,” the voice avowed. 
“Do you remember me?" | didn't, but a 
short exchange clarified the name and the 
commissary episode. 

A diffident invitation to dinner followed. 
The lack of aggression, the obvious sincer- 
ity, made it tempting. Yet my remaining in- 
securities gave pause (in certain regions of 
the world, America’s reputation remains 
that of its previous century's frontier moral- 
ity). In retrospect it seems prudish, but | 
then considered it an impropriety to be 
alone with an “eligible” stranger, and | told 
him so. Perhaps it was more prudence than 
prudishness; in India the amah provides 
more discretion than protection. Marlon 
was not at all surprised by such an old- 
fashioned attitude. He would be charmed, 
he said, to furnish a chaperon. And he did. 
And we began. 

Marlon arrived for our first date dressed 
as an ice-cream peddler: white polo shirt, 
white pants, white socks, and white sneak- 
ers. It was my first view of him other than our 
brief encounter earlier in the Paramount 
commissary and my first opportunity to 
appraise him freely. With his broad shoul- 
ders and thick, sinewy arms, he might have 
been a middleweight prizefighter. He bal- 
anced heavy buttocks on squat, sturdy 
legs and moved with a lissome stride that 
conveyed a forceful yet feminine grace. He 
seemed to tower above his own height. The 
jutting forehead, broken nose, and soft- 
ened jawline framed an entire gallery of 
faces. His features could—somehow—have 
belonged to anyone or to no one else; they 
were, at once, both unique and universal. 

As chaperon, Marlon had chosen his 
friend and Pennebaker Productions asso- 
ciate, George Englund; George was to be- 
come a producer of films (The Ugly Ameri- 
can and Shoes of the Fisherman) and, with 
Cloris Leachman, four children. The three 
of us drove to a lobster restaurant whose 
dimly lit interior prevented visual inspection 
of the food. Only Marion's canescent attire 
was distinguishable. 

He questioned me about India. | ques- 
tioned him about America. George En- 
glund communed with his lobster. Having 
yet no associations with the name Marlon 
Brando, | asked what professional interests 


he had. He told me that he was well known 
as the author of “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little 
Star 

Our date ended early—I was pressed by 
an early call the next morning. On The 
Mountain set Spencer Tracy asked if | had 
enjoyed myself the previous evening with 
Marlon Brando; he had read a notice in a 
Hollywood tabloid. Thus | learned that Mar- 
lon Brando was probably the most pub- 
licized actor in America 

| was very embarrassed by this discov- 
ery, but rather than feeling annoyed, Marlon 
was stimulated by my unfamiliarity with his 
name. In his own devotion to nonconformity, 
he is drawn to anyone who turns at a differ- 
ent angle 

| went to bed with Marlon mostly out of 
curiosity. His seduction technique showed 
all the subtlety of a guillotine. We were 
watching television one evening in my 
apartment; abruptly, he picked me up and 
carried me into the bedroom. When | asked 
if he had rape in mind, he answered, “Rape 
is just assault with a friendly weapon 

Marlon's pattern of lovemaking resem- 
bled a well-rehearsed, polished perfor- 
mance. He imparts a selfish type of sex, 
wanting warmth and naturalness. His scale 
of emotions lacks the grace notes. Physi- 
cally, Marlon is not well appointed. He 
screens that deficiency by undue devotion 
to his sex organ. “My noble tool" is how he 
characterizes it with some puffery. 

A few weeks after we had become lovers, 


Marlon asked if | had an aversion to any 
offbe sexual practices. Without a c 
for guidance, | acquiesced blankly—the 
desire to please a lover could not, | felt, be 
an errant trait, But the tantalizing premise of 
this scenario had no climax. Having raised 
the specter of rituals known only to the Kin- 
sey researchers, Marlon never pursued its 
exorcism. With me, at least, his sexual ap- 
petites ran to unseasoned fare 

Once our affair was begun, self-momen- 
tum carried it forward. | couldn't escape a 
sense of insecurity in both our intimacies 
and our secular activities. Marlon never 
phoned in advance of materializing on my 
doorstep, often at three o'clock in the morn- 
ing. He rarely acknowledged the prefatory 
niceties of courtship (candy and flowers) 
After making love, he could vanish without 
a word, That mysterious effluvium that en- 
velops two lovers never thickened beyond a 
thin mist 

Appearing in public with Marlon Brando 
subjects one to the whimsies of the faithful 
Brandolaters. Some wanted to “touch the 
girl who touches Marlon." Others, more 
aggressive, stole gloves and handker- 
chiefs as souvenirs. One middle-aged ma 
tron from the Midwest shadowed me into 
the ladies’ room in pursuit of my autograph 
While | was seated, in flagrante delicto, she 
nonchalantly passed her book and pencil 
under the cubicle door. 

When we dined at one of the many 
Japanese restaurants in Los Angeles 


(Chinese and Japanese cuisines are Mar- 
on’s favorites; “otherwise,” he says, "I'ma 
meat-and-potatoes' man"), it was not un- 
usual for him to forget his shoes when he 
was leaving; he could drive home, walk 
across the yard into his house, and not 
notice his stockinged feet until he sat on the 
bed in order to remove his shoes. Once, he 
was wearing an unfamiliar pair of shoes 
when he left a Japanese restaurant. He 
never became aware of the switch—l later 
exchanged the shoes without disturbing 
him. On another occasion he occupied the 
drive to the restaurant by lecturing me on 
Japanese mores: “You must understand, 
Anna, the nature of the Japanese and not 
get jealous when a man is paid much more 
attention than a woman. It is their custom, 
and a woman shouldn't show her feelings. | 
don't want to resist it." | do admit to a feeling 
of irritation over this theme, because Mar- 
lon had been praising the superiority of 
Japanese culture to me since his return 
from filming Sayonara. In the restaurant we 
were attended by a strikingly beautiful 
Japanese girl. She alloted Marlon and the 
couple we were dining with her cursory 
attention and devoted herself to my ser- 
vice. Although the girl was obviously a les- 
bian, | enjoyed watching Marlon fume at 
her attentions to me. He was infuriated and 
wrenched us from the room after the last 
bite of his sukiyaki. The girl added to his 
rage by racing over to help me with my 


shoes while he struggled alone with his. | 
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in the rural mill towns. An ‘outsider’ could 
be somebody from another family or the 
next county. Certainly a New Yorker would 
be an outsider.” 

* Because southern workers are differ 
ent and come from a background of pov- 
erty, the exploiters pay less and get away 
with it. In the spring of 1978, the average 
hourly wage for southeastern workers was 
$4.89, while nationally it was $6.03. As 
might be expected, southern unionism is 
similarly encumbered: about 14 percent of 
the southern work force is unionized, a little 
more than half the rate for the nation as a 
whole. In North Carolina, the least un- 
ionized state in the nation (but the one with 
the fourth-highest rate of worker productiv- 
ity), the rate is less than 7 percent. 

* Despite overwhelming evidence that a 
number of southern state and local gov- 
ernments don't need to parade around like 
five-dollar hookers, offering anything at any 
price to northern industries thal want to 
move south, they continue to do so. South 
Carolina is the bawdiest. “We Don't Have 
Labor Pains,” says one of its ads in the Wall 
Street Journal (the picture shows a hard hat 
with a daisy in his mouth). Counties there 
routinely exempt new industries from taxes 
for periods ranging from three to ten years. 
And the state is a leader in establishing 
vocational and technical colleges to man- 
ufacture semieducated workers to the pre- 
cise specifications of industry. The practice 
is widespread in the region—Arkansas ad- 
vertises a “free industrial training pro- 
gram!" for businesses as if it were a pre- 
mium on a box of corn flakes. 

* Similar sacrifices may be in the offing 
for the physical environment of the South. 
The region was not exempt from the recent 
national tide of concern over ecological 
matters. Southern legislatures passed 
stronger laws dealing with pollution and 
destructive development, and “new South" 
governors made long speeches about the 
inviolate nature of the fields and streams. 
Now, however, the experts fear a backlash. 

John De Grove, the director of the Joint 
Center for Environmental and Urban Prob- 
lems of Florida Atlantic and International 
universities, says that he notices that some 
politicians in his state, which lately has be- 
come one of the South's most environmen- 
tally minded, have begun to talk about 
“competing” with other southern states for 
business by “giving them economic incen- 
tives." 

“| thought we were beyond all that in 
Florida,” said De Grove, "and here it comes 
clean out of the woodwork. I'm afraid the 
next step will be to say, ‘We've got to relax 
all these unreasonable environmental 
laws.’ " 

* When decisions are made about the 
South, they never reflect the thinking of or- 
ganized labor and rarely the feelings of 
working people. A “Commission on the Fu- 
ture of the South” was established a few 


years ago, and none of its nineteen mem- 
bers had anything to do with labor Instead. 
they were representatives of business, 
education, insurance, law, and allied fields 

A major result of this exploitation of the 
southern worker, says Michael Russell, 
codirector, with Gloria Bentley, of South- 
erners for Economic Justice in Greenville, 
S.C., is that “working people here are little 
better off than serfs. | don't mean slaves, in 
the sense that their bodies are owned, but 
they're certainly like tenant farmers and 
sharecroppers.” 

Russell frequently encounters south- 
erners who remember the way things were 
many years ago, when industry —particu- 
larly the textile industry—was “a real mes- 
siah" for the impoverished South. It was a 
paternalistic industry; often the mill owners 
knew the workers by name. All that has 
virtually disappeared now. 

“| met a lady in Clinton," said Russell, 
“who grew up with the man who's now pres- 
ident of the mill where she works. She went 
to school with him and everything. And the 
lady's got a classic case of byssinosis — 
brown lung disease, the disease that is 
connected with cotton dust. We were talk- 
ing about going after brown lung benefits, 
and the first thing she wanted to know was 
whether, if she did apply, it would hurt this 
fellow who runs the company. 

‘And as we talked, | asked her some 
questions. | said, ‘Does he give you a pen- 
sion?’ 


Does he pay your social security? 

"'No.’ 

" “Well,” | asked. ‘what do you have from 
the mill?’ 

“Well, she said. 'l have this breathing 
problem.’ ” 

The woman's fate unfortunately is shared 
by great numbers of southerners. espe- 
cially those employed in the textile industry, 
where 10 to 30 percent of the workers are 
likely to be stricken by brown lung disease 
It is a fate that is routinely ignored by the 
government and by the great movers and 
shakers of our society —the same people 
who rush to protect a creature on the 
endangered-species list. The woman has a 
few good people on her side—the Brown 
Lung Association for one, and Southerners 
for Economic Justice for another —but she 
doesn't have the resources needed to fight 
back herself against the thing that has 
crippled her. Many other southerners, 
though, are fighting back, and they are tell- 
ing the Yankee exploiter to take his nine- 
teenth-century philosophies and brutaliz- 
ing draglines and stick them where the 
southern sun doesn't shine. 

Sometimes the opposition takes the form 
of a little classical harassment, of the sort 
that southerners seem to excel at. The 
mayor of Selma, Ala., didn't like the idea of 
trains carrying hazardous freight through 
his town on bad tracks; so he parked police 
cars and fire trucks across the tracks until 
the railroad promised to fix them 
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southern political leaders have summoned 
their courage and declared that whoring for 
northern industry isn't really necessary at 
all. Largely because Florida has served for 
so long as everybody's horrible example of 
what senseless development can do, it has 
become one of the South's leaders in legis- 
lation involving the environment and growth 
management, 

A great deal of fervent opposition comes 
from those who are trying to promote orga- 
nized labor in the South, and in the process 
they seem to be creating what some south- 
erners hope is a new form of unionism — 
what Bob Hall, the young editor of the quar- 
terly Southern Exposure, refers to as a de- 
sire “to make it happen better than it did in 
the North... to start allover again, and doit 
right." Hall and others feel that the current 
effort in the textile industry is the first hesi- 
tant step in that direction 

James Sala, the southern regional direc- 
tor of the AFL-CiO, acknowledges that or- 
ganized labor has been slow to understand 
that the southern worker is different, but he 
thinks that those days are ending. “You've 
never seen amore beautiful sight in your life 
than these people standing up and becom- 
ing more militant,” he said, “even some of 
them who were viciously antiunion before 
'm convinced that it’s a lot harder to be a 
good union person down here than any- 
place else. These people have been fired 
and tempered, and when they reach that 
oint when they finally become union 
people, it's because they believe in it.” 


Got a date with an angel 


At the moment, though, most of the mili- 
tansy and opposition, most of the South's 
troops in this second civil war. come out of 
the old tradition of ordinary people's or- 
ganizing around issues that threaten their 
lives and homes. The members of Save Our 
Cumberland Mountains, of Jacksboro 
Tenn., are doing this; much of their work 
involves producing solid research that 
proves the case they're making and that 
influences others to make less-destructive 
decisions about what happens to the 
Cumberlands. A handful of people in the 
tiny Tennessee community of Piney, using 
the same weapons, successfully fought off 
a plan by AMAX to strip-mine them into 
oblivion 

It is similar old-fashioned hard work, in- 
cluding bake sales and house tours, that 
has saved the lush rolling pastureland of 
Green Springs, Va., at least temporarily. 
from the draglines of W R. Grace & Com- 
pany. And the person behind the bake 
sales and house tours in Rae Ely, a young 
woman who drives around Green Springs 
in a white Mercedes and who owns, with 
her husband, a retired military man, a Tus- 
can mansion in the midst of English hunt 
country. 

When Grace discovered vermiculite —a 
mineral used chiefly in agriculture and in- 
dustry in Green Springs, it did what in- 
dustry ordinarily does, It convinced the 
politicians and zoning officials in Louisa 
County that strip-mining would be good for 
the economy. It promised to reclaim the 
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holes that it dug. It gained a toehold by 
purchasing some land from a family, at a 
price so low that the company bragged 
about it in its 1977 annual report. And then 
it approached other landowners. That's 
Elys version of the operation. A Grace 
spokesman says that “our people are reluc- 
tant to discuss’ the controversy 

Ely and anumber of other Green Springs 
homeowners. most of them women, started 
fighting back. (They had had some previ- 
ous organizational experience in resisting 
the construction of a state prison nearby. ) 
They lobbied successfully for the areas 
designation as a national historic site, Ely 
hired an airplane. flew over Graces South 
Carolina plant. and came back with color 
slides of a strip-mining operation that 
looked like a moonscape. The women col- 
lected evidence that true reclamation of 
their land, beyond the most superficial 
cover-up, was impossible. They literally 
held bake sales and house tours to raise 
money for their legal and other expenses 
They bought stock in Grace and went to the 
stockholders meetings and made nui- 
sances of themselves. And, like the folks 
who are trying to save the Cumberland 
Mountains, they did their homework, made 
sure their research was correct, convinced 
the press and others of their authenticity 
and reliability. 

They had some formidable enemies. The 
state of Virginia. says Ely. "is so industry 
hungry that it will sell its soul for anything 
And a lot of her follow southerners, she 
thinks, are “gullible and vulnerable” in 
such matters. “| think southerners have 
been too easygoing,” she said. “They've 
been trusting.” It helped that she had lived 
other places, including the industrial 
Northeast, and had seen what unregulated 
exploitation could do 

WR. Grace itself was an obstacle, but 
not so big an impediment as one might 
expect, “It's been clumsy and stupid.” said 
Ely. “It gives us our real advantage. If you 
can analyze a problem. you can find a way 
to equalize your weight. It is so big and so 
rich and so powerful that it's inflexible. It 
can't move. It can't think because it has a 
collective thought process 

“We can make a decision in five minutes 
and implement it. We can react instantly. It 
takes Grace weeks to get something 
through its bureaucratic structure. Andas a 
result, in a way, it's ata disadvantage” WR 
Grace & Company has. for the moment at 
least. postponed its plans to strip-mine 
Green Springs. Va. 

The people who dont want Green 
Springs strip-mined, however. are not relax- 
ing. They re still doing research and lobby- 
ing and raising money in old-fashioned 
ways. “We still have the bake sales, and we 
still open our houses. and we still have pig 
roasts. said Rae Ely not long ago. "We 
roast two-hundred-pound hogs for eigh- 
teen hours. We've had as many as eight 
hogs going at a time. and we have blue- 
grass music and everything. We don't raise 
a/ot of money. but it helps. Woman's work is 
never done in Green Springs.” Ot—a— 


MAKE PEOPLE TALK 


iN —_ thing happe’ 
youride past on a Yamaha Special. 

People notice. 

And the one they notice most 
often is the one you see here. Our 
XS650 Special. 

It’s not our largest, or our most 
expensive. But it has something 
about it, a certain “rightness? 
that has made it our most popular 
street bike. And possibly the most 
popular motorcycle in America. 

Like all of our Specials, the 
650 is designed to be ridden in 
amore natural, relaxed position. 
The seat is a little lower. The 
handlebars come back a little 


t you sit back. And you 
look as ereexed as you are. 

The mellow throb of those 
megaphone exhausts does 
nothing to change the impression. 

It's the sound of a twin. The 
classic vertical twin engine. 


Narrow and lean, it’s also wonder- 
fully simple and reliable. With a 
wider range of power than a four 
of the same size. So it pulls like a 
freight train without you pumping 
the gearbox. 

How well does it handle? 
Even the experts were amazed. 
“Incredibly,” wrote Motorcyclist 
magazine, “we found the huge 


BEHIND YOUR BACK. 


rear tire and the altered geometry 
on the 650 Special made it even 
more neutral and precise than the 
already fine handling standard” 

And how does it look? The 
sleek teardrop tank, the special 
paint, chrome in just the 
places, and that clean, classi 
profile all say one thing. 

Style. 

So when people talk behind 
your back, you won't have to 
worry about what they're saying. 


» / 


When you know how they're built. 


Billy Joel's tough, suburban 
soul music was ignored for years: “Too cynical,” 
said the New York Times; “Derivative,” said 
Rolling Stone. Now it outsells disco. 


BY WILLIAM KOWINSKI 


This is it—the big one, Madison Square Garden. New York City. The crowd 
losses in the seats, a soft mesh of anxious noises merging with the rock FM 
blend of preconcert tapes, and you can almost hear Howard Cossell's 
reverent and dramatic hum in your head announcing the import of this 
event, for tonight we are witnessing nothing less than the certification of a 
superstar. William Joseph Martin (“Billy”) Joel, junior welterweight from the 
Hicksville, Long Island, Boys Club—the Rocky of Rock—headlining here 
for the first time, not just headlining but standing room only for three 
straight nights. Billy Joel, whose album The Stranger will soon eclipse 
Bridge over Troubled Waters, Simon and Garfunkel's titan of a decade 
ago, as the biggest selling LP in the history of Columbia Records Billy 
Joel, who was ignored for years by the rock critic establishment as an 
ersatz Elton John until his latest album, 52nd Street, his most rhythmic 
record to date, hit number one on all the charts just four weeks after it 
was released, So they are all here tonight—the press, the celebrities, and 
the scene-makers—along with thousands of Billy Joel fans old and new 
an interesting number of whom appear to be Irish Catholic girls under 
eighteen 

His rise through the ranks has been steady, but his emergence into 
championship contention in the arenas of rock has been sudden and 
unpredicted. Now everybody wants to know about the kid from Hicksville 
the Long Island McCartney, the Cagney of the Coliseums, the Serpico of 
Pop. So what does Billy Joel say about the status of superstar? “Peo- 
ple tend to look at rock-'n’-rall stars as superhuman beings, and a lot of 
them are real jerks." And how about the glories of success? “No mat- 
ter how good things look, no matter how many people are rubbing your 
neck and telling you you're great, somewhere you're going to run into 
a mound of shit." 

This superstar, it so happens, is the author of a song called “The 
Entertainer,” which originally had some twenty-five verses, the basic mes- 
sage of which was (as Billy himself summarizes) “lam the entertainer; | am 
So full of shit." He is known as the writer of affecting ballads, but they aren't 
all hearts and flowers. Even his purest love song, “Just the Way You Are, 
sends a sudden burst of anxiety through the fabric of calm reassurance 
“What will it take till you believe in me/The way that | believe in you?” The 
moment, musically and lyrically, is an unexpected wrench and demon- 
strates a basic attitude. “There is no such thing tome asa 100 percent love 
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song," Billy says. “There is always at least 
20 percent that's some kind of pain. There’s 
always a little stab in the guts in there 
somewhere.” 

Billy's risky lack of reverence about the 
music business is not new. Imitations of 
gods out of the pop pantheon used to be a 
standard part of his performances. Some 
of them—Paul Simon, Bob Dylan, Randy 
Newman—were affectionate and playful. 
He says that he did them mostly when he 
was opening for other groups just to get the 
attention of the audience, whose typical 
attitude about warm-up acts fluctuates be- 
tween indifference and viciousness. But 
even on this most recent tour, he indulged in 
a little derogatory patter. In St. Paul he 
demonstrated the Barry Manilow piano- 
playing stance, which he characterized as 
“shitheaded,” and then added, “No, I'm 
sure he's a terrific guy or gal.” 


Some first became aware of Billy Joel as 
the author of “Piano Man” or “Captain 
Jack,” the underground classic about 
middle-class drug abuse. But now most 
know him because of The Stranger, itself a 
strange candidate for platinum success. 
“Just the Way You Are,” the hit single that 
introduced him to a mass audience, con- 
tains the lines; | don’t want clever 
conversation/Never want to work that 
hard.” His audience agrees; they want the 
straight stuff, and that's what the album 
delivers. 


Now his audience comes from every- 
where: teenagers attend his stadium con- 
certs, collegians crowd the smaller halls, 
and older audiences have put several of his 
ballads high on the easy-listening charts. 
In particular, his contemporaries in their 
twenties and thirties buy his records for the 
relevance of his lyrics to their own lives. 
From the visceral wit of “Only the Good Die 
Young" to the uncompromising clarity of 
“She's Always a Woman” and the buoyant 
rebelliousness of “My Life,” Billy Joel has 
the lucidity of an outer-space scholar with 
human warmth—and plenty of experience. 


Now out of the babble of piped-in music 
comes an instrumental piece from his sec- 
ond Columbia album, a melody familiar to 
the Joel aficionado. The crowd roars its 
recognition and its knowledge of the signal, 
and sure enough, as the song reaches its 
climax, the star appears at the edge of the 
stage next to one of his pianos. Wearing a 
coat and tie and white tennis shoes, he is 
the vision of street cool. His eyes scan the 
scene quizzically, he is bemused, and then 
suddenly he begins to shadowbox, lifting 
his arms and snarling a toothy grimace. 
This is another so-called garden—the 
Boston version, near the beginning of Billy 
Joel's tour of major city coliseums. It was a 
strange, in-between period in his career, for 
as the tour began, he was not quite yet a 
bona fide superstar. The Stranger sold 
consistently but never quite displaced the 


“We Il discuss your new job in 
amoment, my dear. since it's my policy to promote from within! 
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ultrabiggies at the top of the chart; al- 
though it yielded four hit singles, the media 
attention and public identification that 
make for superstardom hadn't quite caught 
up, and 52nd Street was just finished and 
not yet released 

The crowd fades to an anticipatory hush 
as Billy sits at the piano, only to erupt again 
when he begins the haunting whistling 
theme of "The Stranger.” Then the band 
breaks into the heavy rhythm of the song 
itself, and Joel attacks the lyrics with a typi- 
cal snapping, growling, yet rich and precise 
vocal; “We all have a face that we hide away 
forever/And we take them out and show 
ourselves/When everyone is gone. .. 

The crowd responds loudly to the title 
song of his breakthrough album, the 
emblem of his triumph; but already, with the 
first tune, there is a theme, dualities: the 
public self and the hidden self, the good 
times followed by the blitz, either sadness 
or euphoria. The theme and its variations 
are persistent in his writing and important in 
his life—acceptance and rejection, tree- 
dom and stability, relationships and sol- 
itude, violence and tenderness, the duties 
of day and the dark releases of night. Billy 
Joel's music is about the way we deal with 
borders, how we cross them safely or get 
caught at them, and about what may flow 
back and forth across them. 


Billy's life began in a kind of instant home- 
land, a community manufactured from pre- 
fabricated fantasies of the American 
Dream. After World War II. Long Island 
hosted the Levittown planned devel- 
opments, where returning soldiers could 
buy low-cost tract homes on the Gl Bill 
Billy grew up in one of these amalgamated 
towns, which were themselves an exag- 
gerated expression of postwar aspirations 
and change. But Hicksville turned out to be 
a curious mixture; it was suburban but not 
predominantly high income, a small town 
but within spitting distance of New York 
City, with its own very ethnic population 
Italian, Polish, Irish 

Billy grew up among them all but was not 
of them. He looks, acts, and occasionally 
speaks a few curses worth of Italian, but his 
father is German, born in Alsace-Lorraine, 
and his mother is of English descent. So, 
hanging out with the likes of Joe Mangilone 
and Eddie Casamacia and singing in a 
grade-school chorus with a pretty Irish girl 
named Virginia (later immortalized in “Only 
the Good Die Young") gave him an early 
penchant for role playing and performance 
as well as an early eye for jive. Young Billy 
was a “hitter.” a wiseguy, a street punk 
Being close to the city might have given 
Hicksville more romance and edge, but 
there was not much more reality to it than 
there was in many small towns of vaguely 
the same mix. There were fights and acts of 
petty crime and desperate lives that wound 
up on the junk heap or in jail or terminated, 
but mostly it was posture, uniform attitude 
(purple shirts, chinos, and matador boots: 
glue and Tango wine), and snarl. He’s held 
on to some of the style because, besides its 
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close-to-the-skin instinctiveness, it means 
and expresses things that are vital to him. 
For example, he's held on to the Italian 
mystique, which is especially evidentin the 
music and album art of The Stranger. 

Music measured his life early. His father, 
a classically trained pianist, began send- 
ing Billy to lessons when he first showed 
interest and aptitude at the age ‘of four. 
Latin pop records brought back from his 
father’s business trips and his mother's fa- 
vorite Broadway show tunes on the hi-fi jos- 
tled with Mozart piano pieces and joined 
his own discoveries—Oscar Peterson and 
Dave Brubeck; the Righteous Brothers and 
Phil Spector's groups on white pop radio; 
Ray Charles, Otis Redding, James Brown 
on the black music stations from New York 
City. But, as for many others who were ado- 
lescents in 1964, the true inspiration, the 
galvanizing influence, was The Beatles. 

Billy's performing career had actually 
begun with Elvis. After seeing him on the 
“Ed Sullivan Show," Billy was moved to per- 
form “Hound Dog” during lunch hour 
show-and-tell in the grade-school gym, 
complete with Presleyesque gyrations. Not 
unlike the King himself, Billy was quickly 
censored—a teacher pulled him off the 
stage for suggestive hip swinging. “Sug- 
gestive?" he remembers with amazement. 
"| was in third grade. | didn’t even have 
hips. But | learned something: the girls 
screamed, even the ones in fifth grade.” 

Billy's dues days began early, too; his 
career quickly became a combination of 
enthusiasm and necessity. When he was 
seven, his traveling father kept on going, 
leaving Billy, his mother, and his older sister 
in financial trouble. (His father went back to 
Europe and now lives in Vienna, which 
lends an intriguing poignancy not only to 
the song “Vienna” on The Stranger but also 
to Billy's constant championing of inde- 
pendence, most recently in “My Life.") The 
Joel household couldn't even afford to get 
the television set fixed; so Billy spent his 
time by reading omnivorously until he was 
old enough to work, and one way to make 
money was by playing piano. 

After a few years with The Hassles, a 
Young Rascals-style, white-soul band that 
made a couple of records but didn't fulfill 
Billy's adolescent dreams of stardom, he 
and The Hassles drummer formed a duo 
called Attila, which attempted the unique 
feat of producing the late sixties’ heavy- 
metal sound without benefit of even one 
electric guitar. 

They pinned their still-underage hopes 
on an album and went into an obscure 
studio to record such cinch hits as 
‘Amplifier Fire’ and “Brain Invasion.” It 
wasn't a superstar experience. 

As far as Billy was concerned, the rock 
star dream was over. He decided to work on 
songwriting. Like many other musicians, 
he'd already learned to support himself 
with the day gig—jobs ranging from house 
painting and factory work to playing piano 
for a pretzel commercial. He’d become 
friends with his drummer's wife during The 
Hassles and Attila years, and Elizabeth 
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became his girl friend after her marriage 
broke up. His life seemed to be settling 
down a little—until he was told that the way 
to become a successful songwriter was to 
make an album so that his songs would be 
heard. A modest singer-songwriter album. 

Billy signed with a manager who made a 
deal with a small New York label, which in 
turn made a deal with Family Productions in 
Los Angeles, which in turn dealt with 
Paramount Records. One thing led to 
another, and what started out as a simple 
little album in New York wound up taking an 
entire year in Los Angeles. And even after 
that the result was disaster, “Once the 
album was finished, it got speeded up in 
the mastering process—the machine was 
going ten cycles faster than it was sup- 
posed to,” Billy recalls, “So by the time they 
finished pressing 50,000 copies, my voice 
sounded like a chipmunk. They sent me a 
copy. | was living on Long Island in Oyster 
Bay. | put the record on. My friends were 
there, cracking up laughing.” 


* 


“| really got pissed off 
at the guards because 
the kids who paid 
for the tickets were paying 
their salaries, and 
they were treating them 

like garbage.” 


° 


Billy went back to Long Island with 
Elizabeth to a house in the Hamptons to 
simmer and wait for the next step. He was 
living on what amounted to an allowance 
from Family Productions; then one month 
the check didn't come. “I realized | couldn't 
depend on these people. | couldn't keep 
living on the dole. This was bullshit. | 
wanted to get out of this deal. So | disap- 
peared.” 

For the next several months there was no 
Billy Joel. Even his mother disappeared. 
However, there was someone who looked 
like him, named Bill Martin, playing piano 
bars in Southern California and running a 
scam for tips with a waitress named Liz. He 
wore an open shirt, did suave shimmies, 
and made Bill Murray “Saturday Night 
Live"-type patter, completely straight. “! 
thought | was pretty cool. | took on this 
whole other identity, and it worked—the 
people in the bars took it seriously, and they 
loved me. Then Family Productions finally 
figured they weren't going to get anything 
else out of me; so they settled.” 

But it was a little hairy in between. Bill 
Martin's first job was on Van Nuys Boule- 
vard at a place called Corky's, where he 
worked for two weeks until he was fired just 


before Christmas in favor of a girl singer 
who “had big tits and played guitar.” As he 
explains it, “I got pissed off, got really 
bombed one night, and drove down and 
threw a bottle through their window.” 

Although Billy made three albums for 
Columbia between 1973 and 1976, his ca- 
freer was still a struggle to get the right 
band, the right producer, and the right 
management. By the time that he was 
ready to record Turnstiles in 1975, he had 
his band together: Doug Stegmeyer on 
bass, Liberty DeVitto on drums, Russell 
Javors on guitar, and utility man Richie 
Cannata on tenor sax and just about every- 
thing else. All were veterans of Long Island 
bands. But the problem that had destroyed 
Billy's previous bands since “Piano Man" 
persisted; this band wasn't allowed to play 
on his records. Billy’s producer and man- 
agement wanted Los Angeles session 
pros. For Turnstiles they tried a couple of 
Elton John sidemen. This exercise in 
minimum imagination didn't work; so Billy 
convinced everyone to let him record in 
New York, but they still insisted on studio 
musicians. After months of frustration Billy 
took matters into his own hands. He 
brought his band into the studio and pro- 
duced the rest of Turnstiles himself. 

“I'm not a producer,” he admits, “and it 
probably could have been better, but I'm 
glad | did it. | needed my band to do it— 
they made il their music, too—they live with 
it on the road, and they care about it. | still 
have a lot of feeling for the material on that 
album. I'm proud of it.” But he believes that 
his actions cost him credibility in the busi- 
ness and possibly some enthusiasm within 
his own record company. “I’m not sure this 
happened, but | think a little crap went 
down. A little red line went through my 
name.” 

Business difficulties continued, includ- 
ing leftover litigation with Family Produc- 
tions, and the next crisis occurred im- 
mediately. Billy didn't like the way his post- 
Turnstiles tour was booked—he was play- 
ing in the wrong places doing warm-up for 
the wrong bands. His relations with 
Caribou, the management company with 
which he'd signed just a year earlier, were a 
shambles. 

Billy Joel, already without a producer, 
was about to be without management. So 
he turned to Elizabeth, now his wife, and 
said, “Why don't you do it? You're smart 
You're good at business. You've seen all the 
mistakes everybody else has made,” She 
said, “All right, | will.” Elizabeth Joel was 
completely serious. 

If the music biz knowers and shakers 
thought that Billy was foolish to fire his pro- 
ducer and do his own album, they must 
have been certain that he was now—firing 
a major management company and hiring 
his wife. “But | knew it was the right move,’ 
Billy says, After Elizabeth (who had fortu- 
itously studied management at U.C.L.A.) 
began straightening out the business, to- 
gether they made another right move — 
they met with Phil Ramone, and Billy asked 


him to produce his next album 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 198 


“| don't like men who 

play games-—except in the 
bedroom. There 1'l play anything 
from hide-and-seek 

to dress-up —or dress down, 

if the situation warrants it.” 


BRIEANNA 


NAMIE OF 
THE GAME 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY DARK STAR 


tieanna Bujold, our nubile, 
young, North Carolina-born Pet of the Month, believes 
true southerners should dutifully adhere to tradition — 
especially flirting, which she's refined to an art. "The 
sexy suggestions | can make with my eyes alone would 
have gotten me arrested in the Old South,” she says, 
smiling. “It’s a good thing | was born in a more modern 
age.” May is the “perfect month for me to appear as a 
centerfold,” she tells us, “because I've always been fond 
of a southern verse that sweethearts quote to each other 
this time of year. It goes: ‘Hooray, hooray, the first of 
May/Outdoor lovin’ begins today!’ I've done some 
cavorting in the open air,” she continues, “that would turn 

a weeping willow into a peeping willow!" 
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@ /'ve done cavorting in the open air that would turn a weeping willow into a peeping willow. ® 


When Brieanna isn't attending college classes by day and colle cting 
beaux “like handsome beads on a string” by night, she likes to “day- 
dream a lot or escape into the pa f a romantic novel.” She has 
other weaknesses, too, she admits. "I'm a terrible theshorse,” she 
tell: “I must have more pairs of shoes than Cyd Charisse. | also can't 
resist a man with a devilish gleam in his eye, and there are times I'd 
almost kill for pistachio ice cream!” declares our passionate Pet 


Is there anything she doesn't like? “Well,” she 
laughs, "! don't like men who play games—ex- 
cept in the bedroom. There I'll play anything 
from hide-and-seek to spin the bottle to dress- 
up—or dress down, if the situation warrants it,” 
she concludes, batting her southern lashes. 


“I'm glad sexy underthings and petticoats are back in fashion again, 

she says. “Jeans are fine for outdoor picnics, but for indoor picnics it's 

a lot more tantalizing when the man and the woman aren't dressed 

alike. I'm also glad my hair is naturally curly, for the same reason. It 

makes me feel more womanly and look softer. In a hard world like 
this, | think that’s a nice way to be,” she muses. 


Jeans ardeans are fine for outdoors, but I'm glad sexy underthings and petticoats are back in fashion. ® 


Brieanna doesn't have any specific plans for the future, and it doesn't 

worry her. “I'm much too young to make any firm resolutions about life,” 

she believes. “Maybe I'll marry a southern aristocrat and have lots of 

cute little aristocrats,” she quips. "Ideally, I'd like to find a man who has 

a laugh as rich as his family, a smile as broad as his shoulders, anda 

disposition as sunny as mine.” We're certain she will. A girl as radiant as 
Brieanna deserves to win at any game she plays 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 


OPINON 


THE PLIGHT OF 
THE INDEPENDENT TRUCKER 


n May 10, 1978, indepen- 
dent trucker Jeff Potter of 
Shawnee, Okla., was 


headed for Beaver Falls, Pa. As he 
neared his destination, trucker Pot- 
ter took an exit street off the state 
route, a street he thought was an 
extension of the state route since it 
continued straight. He didn't see 
the truck route sign that had been 
erected to steer those nasty trucks 
away from the downtown area. It 
was midnight, and he was in un- 
familiar territory. It was a natural 
mistake, After he had driven a 
block off the truck route, a city cop 
pulled over in front of him. Potter 
explained that he was lost, but the 
cop promptly arrested him, since 
he had committed the crime of 
driving a truck off the truck route 
onto a block with a seven-and- 
one-half-ton load limit. 

The fine, calculated with a complicated formula (to make 
it seem more just), was a mere $7,960. Jeff Potter didn't 
happen to have $7,960 in cash on him, but the attorney he 
hired convinced the police to release him on a $1,000 cash 
appearance bond 

In order to fight the fine, Potter had to take a week off 
without pay, leave his Oklahoma home, travel to Pennsyl- 
vania, and stand trial. His attorney appealed to the judge's 
“equitable conscience.” and Potter was found not guilty. 
However, the experience had cost him a week of work plus 
travel expenses and attorney's fees—a one-grand whack 
for a one-block mistake 

Pretend, for a moment, that you're a trucker hauling cat- 
tle trom lowa. You live in the eastern part of the state, and 
your truck is loaded for Chicago. You're hungry, you haven't 
kissed your better half good-bye, and your fuel tanks are 
empty. So you fill up your two 100-gallon tanks with Number 
Two Diesel, and you drive one-half mile to the Illinois border 
for a hamburger. You turn around to plant your good-bye 
kiss, and in the process, of course, reenter the state of 
lowa. It's too bad for you, chum, because lowa law states 
that you can “import” only thirty gallons. You now must pay 
the state of lowa fuel tax on the extra 170 gallons of fuel, 
even though you may have purchased the fuel just five 


By Mike Parkhurst 


The author is the editor of Overdrive, the cru- 
sading investigative magazine of the inde- 
pendent trucker An independent trucker 
for ten years, he organized the nationwide 
truckers’ strike in the winter of 1973-74 


minutes before and have the re- 
ceipt and ten witnesses. 

You can buy an lowa fuel permit 
for twelve dollars, but it's good only 
for seventy-two hours, and you 
can't use it to reenter the state. 
Thus, if you have two or three de- 
liveries in any neighboring state 
and you can make them all on one 
day, you have to buy a twelve-dollar 
fuel permit every time you cross 
the border. 

Virtually every single state has a 
port of entry. Most of the ports of 
entry are invisible. That is, they 
have no building labeled “Port of 
Entry," but they're there, for truck- 
ers have to get permits and 
licenses ahead of time in order to 
travel through the states. 

No two states have license fees 
based on the exact same require- 

—— ment. One state, such as Ohio, 
might tax on the number of axles. Another, such as New 
York or Colorado, might levy a "ton mile tax.” Others levy 
taxes based on the empty weight of the truck, while still 
others levy taxes based on the gross weight. Others tax on 
the weight of the load. 

Every long-haul trucker is forced to carry a thick permit 
book, which is jammed with every conceivable size, 
shape, and color of permit. And, unlike the highway pa- 
trolman or public-utilities-commission employee who has 
to Know only the requirements of nis particular state, a 
trucker is expected to learn the licensing laws of all the 
states 

A clothing store owner has only to deal with local bu- 
reaucrats. He gets little interference from the feds. But an 
independent trucker, if he wants to cover forty-eight states, 
must first apply for 198 different licenses and permits. 
That's just for permission to drive his truck in all forty-eight 
states. No two state license or permit forms are the same 
size and color. No two state permits require exactly the 
same information from the same trucker. Virtually no two 
states do anything alike in their treatment of the trucker ex- 
cept to harass and tax him. Once he gets all the permits he 
needs, he must file and refile dozens of more forms, appli- 
cations, and requests depending on what cargo he wishes 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 122 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 


OPINION 


@ ‘lf Washington bureaucrats ... play 
games again... the truckers are not likely to resort to 
blocking highways in Nebraska or 
Ohio. No. Today truckers know where the target is."® 


to transport and across which state lines. 

Ittakes millions of dollars to establish a nationwide truck- 
ing operation. A large battery of lawyers and clerks must 
familiarize themselves with the hundreds of new laws that 
are passed each year. The state regulations alone, which 
every trucker must adhere to, fill a ten-foot library shelf. 
And the literally hundreds of millions of different federal 
tariffs and routes and rights involved in interstate trucking 
operations are a chilling barrier for anyone hoping to com- 
pete. 

But the biggest outrage perpetrated against the truck- 
ers’ personal and economic freedom is the way in which 
the Interstate Commerce Commission (ICC) severely cur- 
tails competition through a complex licensing arrange- 
ment that legalizes price fixing by the large, “regulated” 
carriers. 

To get an ICC license, an independent trucker must have 
tens of thousands of extra dollars and a lot of patience. It's 
virtually impossible. So the large carriers, which control the 
licenses or “certificates of operating authority,” allow inde- 
pendent truckers to lease their equipment to them. For the 
privilege. the independents pay an average of 30 percent 
of the gross, with a 50 percent cut typical in the house- 
hald-goods moving industry. 

The regulated carriers have been sopping up their com- 
petition at the rate of two and a half per week ever since the 
end of World War Il. One hundred and fifty giants now con- 
trol the destinies of 65,000 independent truckers, who are 
forced to lease their equipment to them. All this costs the 
consumer. The profits of the regulated carriers are larger 
than those of almost any other industry. Many of those truck 
lines are “invisible” fleets, inasmuch as they own nothing 
except the operating authorities that were handed to them 
many years ago by the government. 

The independent trucker does the lion's share of the 
work in long-haul freight movement; yet that lion is chained 
to a tree at the jungle's edge, a jungle owned by the large 
plantation owners, the regulated carriers. 

In 1974, during the height of the truckers’ shutdowns, 
the government lied to the press by pretending that certain 
straw men were the truckers’ “leaders.” Through clever 
press manipulation, the government dealt with a series of 
“parking lot generals” whose expertise in Washington was 
limited. Those political hunchbacks of Notre Dame were 
willing to swing from the rafters if a television camera would 
but focus on them. 

The government loved to deal with dupes and dopes. 


because it knew that it could control them. And, sure 
enough, under the glare of the television spotlights, the 
straw men soon proclaimed that "the truckers got every- 
thing they wanted, and now it's time to go back to work." It 
was a classic sellout, aided and abetted by lying govern- 
ment officials. 

With the straw leaders officially anointed by the govern- 
ment, the bureaucrats in Washington clucked as mounting 
press stories of truckers’ settlements slowly nudged the re- 
luctant truckers back on the highways. 

Tens of thousands of truckers, heartbroken at having re- 
ceived virtually nothing, returned to their steel cocoons 
and went on about making a living. The large carriers, 
which had not participated in the shutdowns, were handed 
a large fuel surcharge, which they easily extracted from the 
shipping public. Any trucker who did not stay with the car- 
rier to which he was leased received nothing, not even a 
particle of the surcharge. 

The mostrecent setback to deregulation was the election of 
Jimmy Carter. Despite his promise on national television in 
March 1977 to deregulate trucking as much as possible, no 
real progress has been made. This inability or unwillingness 
to convert rhetoric into action reinforced the independent 
truckers’ suspicion that politicians don't just ignore the “little 
guy”, they lie to him. 

And so, the truckers have been made aware of some of 
the ways Big Government and Big Business can control 
their lives. This awareness has reinforced their determina- 
tion to be as free as possible from as much government as 
possible. "Promise is not progress" was a key battle cry of 
the famous truckers’ shutdown five years ago. 

Today, deep inside, all the truckers have a craving to re- 
mind Washington that they remember the last shutdown, 
they remember the last sellout and how it came about, and 
they certainly remember, day in and day out, all the state 
nipoffs, the speed-limit harassment, and the way the large 
carriers cheated on their paychecks. They remember. And 
they're getting madder. 

If Washington bureaucrats and politicians play games 
again, and if they delay again, the truckers are not very 
likely to resort to blocking highways in such places as far- 
away Nebraska or Ohio or even Delaware. No. Today 
truckers know where the target is. 

They hope that the Congress doesn't play political 
Scrabble with the word democracy, because anarchistic 
truckers, when mad, are just likely to show America what 
real democracy is all about. O+-4 
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The search for Police Sergeant 
Blacky Kingsnake Malino’s missing squad car partner, 
Sonny Junior Bumpas, led 
Jade McGowan all the way to Miss Attila the Honey’s 
gentlemen's whipping parlor. 


JADE McGOWAN 
AND THE 
DOG SQUAD MAN 


FICTION BY JOHN FERGUS RYAN 


Itwas the first of May, and banks of Puppy's Cup were already in full bloom 
along Bay Shore Drive 

Jade McGowan, still trim for a forty-three-year-old, disbarred lawyer 
who never got any exercise, was sitting at his desk, running a tape on the 
adding machine 

Officially, Jade McGowan was just a bill collector, the owner of Maximum 
Adjustment Company. He collected bad debts for a chain of easy-credit 
clothing stores that sold cardboard shoes to poverty cases, a few doctors, 
and a charity hospital run by an order. 

Unofficially, Jade McGowan found missing persons. Early in his career 
as a bill collector, he had done some work for the law firm of Philip and 
Lewis; and when they saw how effective he was in locating skips—people 
who try to disappear without leaving a trace—they started sending him 
their clients, who wanted people found, and he would find them 

As a professional bill collector, McGowan was a member of the city’s 
central-credit bureau and had access to its confidential files on everyone 
in town who had ever bought anything on credit 

Whenever he wanted to find a man, McGowan got his credit history for 
ten years back and then set his staff to calling everyone listed in it—former 
employers, union officials, credit references, relatives, friends—fishing for 
information under a cover story. One fact obtained would lead to another, 
and, usually, after a day or two of solid telephoning and a little of McGow- 
an's personal intuition and some lucky guesses, they would find their 
absconder. 

McGowan was making notations in a case record when the soft gong on 
his desk sounded. It was his secretary's way of letting him know there was 
someone outside waiting to see him 

He picked up the telephone that connected with her desk. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“There's a policeman here to see you," she said. “He says it's private 
business.” 

“What's his name?” 

“Police Sergeant Blacky Kingsnake Malino.” 

“The Dog Squad man?” 

“There's one with him." 

“| know. | can hear it barking over the phone. Did you get Malino’s file 
from central credit?” 

“It's already in the tube.” 

“Give me a minute to look at it; then send him in.” 

McGowan took a sheet of paper, Malino's local credit history for the past 
ten years, from a pneumatic tube connecting with the outer office and sat 
down to study it 
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It was a typical cop's history: Malino was 
currently making payments on a small loan 


secured by his household goods, on a - 


late-model sports coupé, on a late-model 
pickup truck with attached camper, on a 
motorboat, on a shotgun, on signature 
loans at three quickie places, and on 
charge accounts at five discount depart- 
ment stores that sold goods imported from 
Hong Kong. 

In spite of being “overloaded,” as they 
say in the credit game, Malino was “up to 
date and satisfactory" with all his creditors, 
indicating to McGowan that he had unre- 
ported income. 

McGowan signaled his secretary, and 
Blacky Kingsnake Malino entered his of- 
fice, with the biggest, thickest German 
shepherd dog ever known to records on a 
taut leash. 

The dog at once grabbed an upholstered 
chair and with one swing of its head ripped 
the stuffing out of the seat. Itthen lunged for 
McGowan, growling, snarling, spitting 
hate. and would have made it but for 
Malino, who weighed over three hundred 
pounds and who held on tight. 

“Slow down!" said Malino to the dog. 
“Slow down, boy. Don't jump him! He ain't 
no suspect!” 

Malino was wearing shiny Wellington 
boots with his police-issue uniform. He 
wore a four-inch-wide, polished-leather 
belt with a huge silver buckle in the shape 
of a longhorn steer and a pearl-handled, 


nickle-plated automatic pistol on each hip; 
on his person he carried extra cartridges, 
handcuffs, a leather-covered blackjack, a 
nightstick, a transistor radio transmitter 
and receiver, a gas mask, and a small, ra- 
zor-edged hatchet suitable for throwing. 

He moved around smoothly for one his 
size, even though he suffered from a mas- 
sive, overhanging gut. The dog continued 
to snarl and bark and attacked all the 
stuffed furniture within reach 

“You Jade McGowan?" asked Malino. 

McGowan brought a loaded, sawed-off 
shotgun up from under his desk and 
leveled it at the dog 

“Your dog's crazy,” he said. 

“Don't mind him,” said Malino. “He's on 
duty: He's a pal after five.” 

The dog made one mighty lunge, and its 
jaws almost closed on McGowan. 

“| don’t understand him,” said Malino. 
“There must be a suspect around here 
someplace.” 

Malino took a pill from his cartridge belt, 
forced it into the dog’s mouth, then rubbed 
its throat to get the pill down. 

The dog passed out at once 

“Now we can talk,” said Malino 

“What do you want?” 

“| want to hire you to find somebody.” 

“I'm not in that line. I'm just a bill collec- 
tor.” 

“| know better.” 

“Who sent you?” 

‘A lawyer.” 


"Dearest, | think Junior is getting too old to sleep with us.” 
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“Philip?” 

“Lewis,” 

“| may be able to help you,” said 
McGowan. “| guess you want me to find 
your squad car partner, Sonny Junior Bum- 
pas.” 

“How'd you know that?" asked Malino, 
impressed. 

“It's inthe papers that he's missing," said 
McGowan. “How long has it been now— 
about three months?” 

“Just at,” said Malino. “Il gotta find him, 
quick. My time's running out." 

“What do you mean, you have to find 
him?" 

“They, the police, that is, got it in their 
heads that | done something with him. They 
think | killed him, hid his body, dissolved it, 
or something,” 

McGowan glanced at Malino’s credit his- 
tory, 

“They think you killed him because he 
defaulted on that loan you cosigned for him 
at Pixie Credit and Thrift. Isn't that right?” 

“How'd you know about that?” gasped 
Malino. 

McGowan leaned back in his chair. 

“Go on, tell me about it,” he said. “I 
thought | read in the papers that the police 
were questioning suspects about his dis- 
appearance.” 

“That's routine,” said Malino. "They grab 
up alot of pore suh mitches and sweat 'em. 
If Bumpas turns up dead, if they find his 
body, they'll charge one a'them with it, even 
though the chief of police thinks, for sure, | 
done it.” 

“The chief of police," mused McGowan 
“Chief Scatboat Miller. If | remember cor- 
rectly, he killed thirty-seven men in the line 
of duty while still a patrolman, Wears the 
lead slugs they dug out of the bodies on a 
chain around his belly to ward off 
rheumatism.” 

“Thirty-seven ain't nothing!” said Malino. 
“| only been on the force ten years, and | got 
me forty-one, but! sure don’t wear the slugs 
as no rheumatism cure. | had me a artist 
mount them on black velvet in the design of 
an Indian chief wearing feathers. You talk 
about pretty! | got it hanging over the TV. I’m 
working now on enough slugs for a buffalo.” 
"Did you kill Bumpas?” asked McGowan. 
“You had to pay over three hundred dollars 
when he defaulted. That's enough reason 
for a cop to kill.” 

“You don't like us police, do you?" 

“Did you kill him?” 

“| didn't kill him. | can't think of who 
would.” 

“How long was he on the force?” 

“Ten years, same as me.” 

“If a man has been a policeman ten 
years, there are at least a thousand people 
who would like to kill him." 

“There's something about you | don't 
like,” said Malino. “Maybe you done it. | 
don't like the way you keep putting down 
police officers. My dog, he ain't never 
wrong! He like to have went for you! Maybe 
he's telling me something!" 

“| didn't kill him, either, Malino. | never 
met him. Why is Scatboat Miller so sure he’s 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 132 


WHO'S ON FIRST? 


A Rich Jock, That's Who! 
BY BILL LEE 


Pete Rose, an all-star National League third baseman, 
was offered da Vinci's Mona Lisa, conjugal rights to the 
Dallas cheerleaders, and 6,000 acres in Montana. Re- 
jecting that particular deal, he accepted a mere $3.2 
million, over a four-year period, to continue his “Charlie 
Hustle” reputation in our second-greatest national 
pastime—baseball. 

The fact that Mr. Rose willingly chose a Philadelphia 
team would have made W.C. Fields roll over in his de- 
canter. Fields claimed that he “once went to Philadel- 


phia, and it was closed,” but Rose found the city wide 
open to a salary ten times greater than Babe Ruth's 
biggest year: The Bambino reached his financial peak 
with an $80,000 seasonal stipend, little more than a utili- 
ty infielder's grocery list in these inflated times. The high 
finance of player-management negotiations requires 
the talent of a sports writer and the astuteness of a fi- 
nancial analyst; in restaurant jargon that's the equiva- 
lent of merging a hot dog wagon with the 21 Club. 

An affluent sport of another kind, the righteous (pro- 


Le _ fb 


LINE - UP 


USAND DOLLARS PER YEAR 


LIMOSINE SERVICE 
5 OLLARS PER YEAR 
THOUSANE POC LATING. 
WO MILLION DOLLARS OVER A FIVE 
YEAR PERIOD 
120 THOUSAND DOLLARS PER YEAR 
(P-AYING OUT HIS oFT#0N) 
3p] NINETY FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS PER 
YEAR AND STOCK OPTIONS 
VENTY FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS 
Pen WEAR AND UNLIMITED TRAVEL 
EIGHTY FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS PER 
RE| year, PLAYING OUT mis OF TION 
| SEVENTY FIVE THOUSAND DoLLARS 
+ | PER YEAR AND OBViouSLY DIS-SATISCIED 


ON, TLLION DOLLARS PER YEAR 
SOIL CONTRACT IS RE-NEGOTIATED 


127 


128 PENTHOUSE 


nounced “riches") Reverend Ike, once said: “The best 
thing that you can do for poor people is not to become 
one of them." If that's the case, professional athletes in 
general and baseball players in particular are on the 
verge of receiving sainthood nominations for their con- 
sistent flow of “best things” on behalf of the poor. That 
twisted form of tongue-in-wallet logic (from the Dow 
Jones school of preaching) could easily elevate our na- 
tion's top jocks to a position of immortality far beyond 
their enshrinement at Cooperstown’s Hall of Fame. All 
of this could come to pass despite the fact that Saint 
Francis of Assisi never (not evenin his prime) could hita 
curve ball. 

While it seems ludicrous to compare religious leaders 
with baseball players, there are some similarities. When 
Mr. Rose announced his departure from the Cincinnati 
Reds, he placed himself on the auction block, for sale to 
the highest bidder. The good citizens of his Ohio 
“parish” were concerned at the prospect of his loss and 
volunteered to pass the collection plate, soliciting do- 
nations in order to raise the sum of money required to 


keep that talented third baseman in their pulpit. When 
one considers the healthy population of that midwest- 
ern state, itis clear that Rose has a larger congregation 
than Ike, who (like St. Francis) couldn't hit a curve ball 

If Babe Ruth was the " Su/tan of Swat," with a measly 
eighty grand per annum, the present crop of diamond- 
studded jocks could easily be elevated to the class of 
“Pharaoh.” Not a half-bad prospect for a kid who started 
out with a broom handle and a ten-cent rubber ball in an 
urban American tenement neighborhood. 

Atrue example of high-finance baseball would be the 
New York Yankee dugout, which bears a closer re- 
semblance to a board of directors’ meeting than to a 
team gathering. Jim “Catfish” Hunter and Reggie 
Jackson are among the more affluent executives ac- 
quired by team owner George Steinbrenner, whose 
over-the-counter wheeling and dealing has converted 
yesterday's common-stock Yanks into today's blue chip 
world champions. The Catfish has had some up-and- 
down pitching seasons while he's played out his 
seven-figure contract (not bad for the namesake of a 


“Anaconda Gypsum . .. splitting 3 for 1... watch it.” 


scavenger), and Reggie Jackson might well be referred 
to as the Rip Van Winkle of baseball: he falls 
asleep in April and doesn't wake up until the smell of 
World Series money stirs his senses in Septernber. 
Professional baseball offers the average citizen a 
unique form of entertainment. The price of a bleacher 
ticket will buy you the right to watch two groups of 
multimillionaires running around in knickers and argyle 
0x, hitting cowhide spheres with a big stick. Nor does it 
end with baseball. All professional sports, when viewed 
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realistically, give the legend of Horatio Alger a whole 
new perspective. Delivering a backwoods, hillbilly de- 
scription of his first view of gridiron activities, Andy Grif- 
fith once described football as a game in which grown 
men were “runnin’ around in the mud, in their under- 
wear, chasin’ a pumpkin, while tryin’ to keep from fallin’ 
down or steppin into somethin’.” | wonder what he 
would have said if he had waited a few years more to 
see Joe Namath wearing panty hose in a television 
commercial—for a price! O+—7_ 
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JADE McGOWAN 
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dead, and why are you?” 

“Miller knows about that loan | cosigned. 
They's something else, too. | was cosigned 
for Bumpas at the Police Credit Union. 
When he disappeared, | was out, al- 
together, over a thousand dollars. | had to 
Pay up.” 

“Where did a cop with your income and 
your bills get a thousand dollars?” 

“Nem'mind,” said Malino. 

“And Miller thinks you'd kill a brother of- 
ficer for a thousand dollars?” 

“He done it hisself once. Back in the for- 
ties, when he was just coming up. The 
same thing. He'll tell you if you get him to 
drinking.” 

McGowan was making notes. 

“He don't want no scandal,” continued 
Malino. “He's sure | done it, but he wants to 
keep it out of the papers. He'll see that | get 
punished, on the sly." 

“You mean he'd kill you?" 

“He'll fix it up to look like an accident. 
He's told me he's planning to do it in a few 
days if Bumpas don't turn up. That's why 
I'm ina fix. That's why | come to you. Philip 
and Lewis, they said you could find Bum- 
pas if he was anywhere alive on earth.” 

“| don't care what happens to you cops,” 
said McGowan. “Why can't you find him? 
Cops are good at finding people.” 


“Miller is set on the notion that | done it, 
‘cause he once done something like it. | 
mean, he's set! He ain't interested in prov- 
ing otherwise. He won't let me look for him 
He won't let anyone on the force look for 
him. As far as Scatboat Miller is concerned 
Bumpas is dead, and | done it, and he's 
fixing to settle it all in the family.” 

“| can't do anything,” said McGowan, 

“I've got ten thousand dollars for you if 
you try.” 

“Ten thousand dollars? Are you serious? 
Ten thousand dollars? Where would a cop 
with your income and your bills get ten 
thousand dollars?” 

“Nem mind,” said Malino. 

“You got the money on you?” 

“In little bills.” 

Malino took an envelope from inside his 
tunic and handed it to McGowan. 

“Count it. It ain't hot. It ain't counterfeit or 
stole.” 

“For this kind of money, I've got to find 
Bumpas,” said McGowan, “even if it is 
doing a cop a favor." 

At that instant the dog's sleeping potion 
wore off, and it leaped for McGowan’s 
throat but missed because its timing was 
still imperfect, from the pill. 

Malino grabbed the dog and sat on it 
while McGowan got a few facts about the 
missing policeman to start work on. 

It was nearly noon when Malino left. 

McGowan stayed in his office until it was 
dark; then he got into his late-model 


“Did you hear me, Doc? | said | got it from a girl named Sally Kowatowski.” 


= 
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Spaatz-Imbatta, one of the ones with the 
electric-brakes, and headed out along the 
bay to where Blacky Kingsnake Malino 
lived. 

He had something very important to do 
before starting to look for Sonny Junior 
Bumpas. 


It was almost midnight when Blacky King- 
snake Malino got home, but his house was 
lit up. 

He went to the kitchen, opened the re- 
frigerator, and looked inside 

“Baby Lee!” he called to his wife, who 
was somewhere up front. “Baby Lee 
what's this in the blue bowl?” 

“You save some of that for the cat!" she 
yelled back. 

Baby Lee Malino appeared, wearing a 
puce toque and eating cold, diet chili out of 
the can. 

She lay down on the floor and started 
doing sit-ups. 

“What's the hat for?” asked Malino 

“| wear itin the second act,” said his wife, 
who was active in the outdoor summer the- 
ater on Crown Point. “Why are you so late?” 

“| had to work. Did you rehearse tonight?” 

“No. The director is getting the transves- 
tite chorus in shape. Has Sonny Bumpas 
turned up yet?" 

“No. Transvestite chorus? What sort of a 
show are you doing?” 

“A panorama of the sea and Indian. Gid- 
eon Dismark of the New York stage has 
come down to play the Fish Prince. He's 
been here a week already.” 

“There's no place for a transvestite 
chorus in a panorama of the sea and !n- 
dian.” 

“You know very well there's a transvestite 
chorus in everything Greenway Wolfe di- 
rects. It's his hallmark!” 

“Sounds like just an excuse to me.” 

“What do you mean by that?” she 
screamed. “Are you saying something 
about my brother? If you want to malign my 
brother, do it out in the open!” 

She was sensitive about her twin brother, 
Beryl Lee. He had tried to make it as an 
interpretive dancer in the little town where 
they grew up, but it was impossible. He left 
home and went to New York, where he 
found employment as an Arrangement of 
Queen Anne's Lace. Baby Lee and Beryl 
Lee had an older sister who put on a good 
mens’ cologne and, on the strength of it, 
shipped out of Galveston as an ablebodied 
seaman. 

Malino undressed and fell into bed and 
was soon asleep. His wife continued doing 
sit-ups on the floor. She did three hundred 
every night to keep her muscles tight and 
her weight below eighty-one pounds, 


Malino lived on Tarpon Drive, near the bay. 
McGowan spotted his house easily among 
dozens just like it, tiny houses with ceramic 
fruit on the walls and too many people 
squeezing around inside them. The police 
dog was outside, breathing flames and try- 
ing to pull down the cyclone fence that 
enclosed its run. 
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Have | been disloyal 
to the Cincinnati Reds? That's 
bullshit. Loyalty’s fine, 
but loyally’s a lwo-way street. 
The Reds sure as hell 
didn't show me any loyalty. 


2 


t an age when most sports stars have long since 
retired to oversee their investments, thirty-eight- 
year-old Pete Rose is baseball's most spectacular 

player. In May of last year he became the thir- 
teenth player in major-league history to accumulate 3,000 
base hits, and in June and July he went on a batting spree 
that resulted in a forty-four-game hitting streak, a National 
League record. And this season Rose is the highest-paid 
player in baseball history. 

Regardless of how much money Pete Rose makes, how- 
ever, he will never be mistaken for an athletic mercenary. 
Now in his seventeenth season, Rose continues to perform 
with the intensity that earned him the nickname “Charlie 
Hustle.” Sliding into bases headfirst, bowling over catch- 
ers at home plate, crashing into anything or anyone stand- 
ing between him and the pop-ups he's after —Rose is 
sheer aggression on a baseball field. That pugnacity 
hasn't always served him well, however. In the 1970 All-Star 
games, Rose was trying to score and violently barreled into 
Cleveland catcher Ray Fosse; the collision left Fosse witha 
separated shoulder and a ruined career. Millions of televi- 
sion viewers were turned off by Rose's excessive zeal, but 
what would they have thought if they had known that Rose 
and Fosse had been talking baseball until four in the morn- 
ing? The moral is clear: friend or foe, look out when Charlie 
Hustle is coming down the line 

But Rose is much more than a hellion on the base paths 
A consistently outstanding hitter, Rose has batted more 
than .300 for thirteen of the last fourteen seasons. He's 
been an All-Star at two infield and two outfield positions, 
and he's missed only nine games in the last nine years. At 
five feet ten and one-half, Rose is a compact, thickly mus- 
cled 200-pounder who looks more like a fullback than the 
first baseman he has now become 

Peter Edward Rose was born in Cincinnati on April 14. 
1941, the son of a well-known semipro athlete, Harry Rose, 
who played baseball and football until he was forty-two 
When Pete first began Knot Hole League baseball, his 
father supervised his progress. “Dad always told me if | 


didn't win, | didn’t accomplish anything.” Rose says. “| 
believed him.” When Rose graduated from Western Hills 
High School, the Cincinnati Reds weren't really interested 
in signing a 145-pound second baseman but did so at the 
insistence of scout Buddy Bloebaum, who just happened 
to be Pete's uncle. After three impressive seasons in the 
minor leagues, Rose joined the Reds in 1963 and was 
named the National League Rookie of the Year. He was 
Cincinnati's combative field leader for sixteen years 

At the end of the 1978 season, however, he and the Reds 
couldn't agree on a new contract. Rose promptly an- 
nounced that he would become a free agent, which meant 
putting himself on the open market. After a brief but furious 
bidding war, Rose signed an unprecedented four-year. 
$3,2 million contract with the Philadelphia Phillies. For the 
Phillies it meant the acquisition of a crowd-pleasing player 
who would almost certainly lead them to a fourth straight 
division title and perhaps an appearance in the World 
Series. For Rose it meant that he had become the 
highest-paid player in baseball history. 

Just before the start of spring training, Penthouse sent 
free-lancer Lawrence Linderman to meet with Rose in Cin 
cinnati, where he and his family continue to live. Linderman 
reports: “Just after | arrived in Cincinnati, Rose picked me 
up in his top-of-the-line Porsche and drove us to his favorite 
hangout —a huge, incredibly sleazy, and totally comfort- 
able bar and grill called Sleep Out Louie's, where he intro- 
duced me to his younger brother, Dave, an excellent 
baseball prospect until he tore up a leg. The three of us 
then ate lunch at a round table with several Cincinnati wise 
guys. Afterward, we stepped through the sawdust and 
over the fallen bodies and found a table in the back where 
we could talk. Rose turned out to be as friendly and candid 
a guy as any I've interviewed in some time, When | finally 
turned on my tape recorder, he proceeded to demonstrate 
that he is the kind of player who eats, sleeps. drinks. and 
talks baseball and only baseball. His record-breaking con- 
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tract was still inthe news and provided the opening subject = 


for our conversation.” 
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Penthouse: The four-year contract you re- 
cently signed with the Philadelphia Phil- 
lies—for $800,000 a season—made you 
the highest-salaried baseball player in 
America. How important was it for you to be 
number one? 

Rose: It was very important, because in 
terms of years of experience, statistics, 
consistency, and popularity, | think | earned 
it. I've been there more than any other ac- 
tive player—l've made the most All-Star 
teams, I've gotten the most hits, and | also 
lead the league in doing commercials. 
Penthouse: We weren't aware that doing 
commercials qualifies an athlete for a 
higher salary. Does it? 

Rose: Sure it does, because it helps sell 
tickets. But the real reason I'm making a lot 
of money now is that no player with my 
statistics ever put himself on the market by 
going through the free-agent draft. I've got 
a lifetime batting average of .302, I've tied 
an all-time record by getting more than 200 
hits a season nine times, I'm only the thir- 
teenth guy in history to get more than 3,000 
hits, and last year | set a National League 
record with a forty-four game hitting streak. 
Do you think | have a chance to go to the 
Hall of Fame? 

Penthouse: Don't you? 

Rose: Of course | do. Think about this: has 
there ever been another free agent who'll 
get into the Hall of Fame on the first ballot? 
Don't say Reggie Jackson, because he’s 
not a cinch to make it on the first ballot. In 


fact, he might not even make the Hall of 
Fame. Anyway, that's why I’m getting my 
money: because | challenged the market, 
and because I've proved | can still play like 
| did when | was twenty-eight. I'll be thirty- 
eight by the time the season gets going, 
but | don't play like a thirty-eight-year old. | 
haven't slacked off. 

Penthouse: |f that's true, then why did the 
Cincinnati Reds seem so willing to let you 
go to another team? 

Rose: They just wouldn't compete finan- 
cially with other teams. Last summer, right 
after | got my 3,000th hit, | told Dick 
Wagner, the general manager of the Reds, 
that | didn’t think it was fair that | should be 
the third-highest-paid player on the team. | 
felt that after sixteen years of working my 
ass off for the Reds, I'd reached the top of 
my profession and that a guy at the top of 
his sport shouldn't be its seventeenth 
best-paid player. Wagner said, “Well, hell, 
you're in the top 10 percent,” and | told him 
that wasn't good enough for me, | said, 
“Listen, the president of a company is sup- 
posed to make the most money because 
he's the top man—you don't pay sixteen 
other guys in a company more than the 
president.” | may be wrong, but | really do 
feel I'm at the top of my profession. 
Penthouse: Were you surprised when the 
Reds didn't offer you a big raise? 

Rose: Only inthis respect: the owner of the 
Reds is a grand fella named Louis Nepper, 
and Dick Wagner wouldn't let me talk 
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money to him. When | put myself on the 
open market, the only people | talked to 
were team owners. Right now, | think the 
Reds have to be mad, because they 
could've had me for $425,000 or so. Last 
May, Reuven Katz, my attorney, and | asked 
Wagner for a nonguaranteed career con- 
tract, meaning that as long as | could make 
the team, the Reds would pay me—let's 
say —$425,000 a year He told me it wasn't 
club policy to discuss contracts during the 
season, but only a week before, Wagner 
had been negotiating Mike Lum's contract. 

Asking for a nonguaranteed contract, by 
the way, was like giving them a license to 
steal. Let's say | signed a four-year non- 
guaranteed contract. As far as I'd be con- 
cerned, it would be worth only one season, 
because if | got hurt or didn't make the 
team, they wouldn't have to pay me after 
the first year. The Reds weren't willing to 
guarantee me a thing, Meanwhile, | wound 
up with a four-year guaranteed contract 
with the Phillies. If | break a leg today, |'ll still 
get paid for the next four years. 
Penthouse: Were the Reds aware that a 
number of teams would engage in a bid- 
ding war for your services? 
Rose: No, | think they were optimistic that, 
because of my age, other teams weren't 
going to be interested in me. They said they 
couldn't give me a contract for the rest of 
my career and that they wanted me to 
prove | could still play baseball. So then | 
went on a forty-four-game hitting streak, 
and it just backfired in their faces. Once 
they said no to negotiating with me during 
the season, | had everything to gain and 
nothing to lose by becoming a free agent 
Penthouse: How high did the bidding go? 
Rose: | could've been the highest-paid 
athlete ever —in any sport —if | had taken 
Atlanta's deal. Some people say that Péle, 
the soccer player, was given $1 million a 
year. Well, Ted Turner, who owns the Atlanta 
Braves, offered me $1 million a season plus 
$100,000 a year for life. If | live thirty more 
years, that deal would've been worth $7 
million. 
Penthouse: Did Turner's offer seem 
slightly insane to you? 
Rose: Well. yes and no. Yes, in the respect 
that you don't think anybody's going to pay 
that much for a ballplayer; but no, when you 
realize he wanted to use me to help sell his 
cable television system, which is in 750 
cities via satellite. This year, he’s televising 
105 Atlanta Braves games. So his offer to 
me was a smart move, because |'m well 
known right now. If he signed me, more 
people would've tuned in to watch those 
games. 
Penthouse: Why didn't you take his offer? 
Rose: Because | didn't think I'd be the dif- 
ference between Atlanta winning and los- 
ing. I'd have made the Braves more com- 
petitive —hell, I'd make any team more 
competitive —but not enough to make them 
win the Western Division. And | wanted to 
play for a team that could get to the World 
Series 
Penthouse: Did it feel at all strange to turn 
down $1 million a year? 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 188 
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“I don't know what it is, Gladys, but you make me feel so damned inadequate.” 


The last of the steam train riders 
are disappearing, but once a year they meet in Britt, 
lowa, to relive the days of hobo glory. 


BY PETER JAMES SPIELMANN/PHOTOGRAPHS BY JIM SMITH 


he townies are safely buttoned into 
their airtigt 
studying space-cop-variety telev 
Ss sheltered from the cool, clear, 
starry, God-given lowa night. The town is 
Britt, the night is August, and the town's 
yearly guests are starting to arrive. Drop- 
ping off of midnight freight trains, hop- 
ping out of autos driven by generot 
prairie dwellers, or riding in on the Dog 
(the Greyhound), they blow in from Cali 
fornia, Virginia, Montana, Oregon, New 
York, Pennsylvania—from the far corners 
of America. The last hobos drift in one by 
one, shedding their habitual solitude for 
their one annual convention. A few days 
from now applauding lowans and tourists 
will acclaim one of them the new King of 
the Hobos, but tonight is relaxing time 
catching-up time, time for t 
heard before and for legends etched onto 
every hobo heart, time to dust off the 
archetypal American hobo, to renew the 
myth 
The hobo jungle is located where the 
main street of Britt crosses the Milwaukee 
Road tracks, with a great Moloch of a 
grain elevator rising above, looming stark 
white against the twinkling pitch black of 
the night. In the jungle a dance is happen- 
ing around the low, flickering fire: Steam 
Train Maury Graham is two-stepping to 
tunes picked on the guitar by Rattlesnake 


night-proof houses 


Al€ ever 


We hear the merry jingle 
The rumble and the roar, 
As she 
As she creeps along the shore 
We hear the engine's whistle 

And the ) 


lashes through the woodland 


Yy hobos' call. 


Je ods and brakebeams 


On the Wabash Cannonball 
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Dick. Steam Train 
snow-white 
Potbellied 
gnarled cane 


$s a hobo Saint Nick, 


swinging his 
g hilarious figure in 
the firelight, making every heart young 
2S his white-haired but light-footed 
dance. Other bos sit in the shadows, hoo 
pping, stomping feet, raising 
settle until two days 
has packed up and le 
een proud of their 
this solidarity 
ports their legend and holds the wan 


after the last be 
obos Nave always t 


together. Since 


some local entrepreneurs decided to put 


backwater 


map by hosting a 
ds have been re- 
2ach August with the fide! 


ty of the swallows of Capistrano. 
tourists withdraw after sunset, leaving the 
two dozen or so bos to their coffee, mulli 
and stories. The old-timers 
come back again and again to the gr 
steam train rides of the 1920s—40s, when 
trains had to stop every 
Oal, so that any bo could climb 
when railroad cops threw men off 


when whole families or even com 


munities were Okie-ing to California, al- 
ways searching for that American Drear 
just over the horizon 

Those days live again around the 
jungle campfire. Frisco Jack—a rider 
since the thirties, clad in blue denims, red 
bandanna fastened round his neck with a 
Southern Pacific pin, brown felt Jimmy 
Durante hat—reels off his tale 
J we were waiting for the train 
2 ‘town clown’ comes along, flashes his 


dge and says, All right, get the hel 


gut!’ Just then the train pulls in; so we 
jump onto it. As soon as we get on, the 
railroad dick comes along; so what the 
hell are we Supposed to dc 


imped off one side; | jumpe 


ther. | run ahead, and as the train pulls 


Is barnacled themselves onto 
any part of a train that offered a handhold 
ve seen guys tie themselves 
to the runway across on top of a boxcar. 

They'd be sleeping up there 
2 they wouldn't roll off. Going 
Jesert, that was the only way 
you could sleep, Or the reefers [refriger- 
ator cars] had this hasp on the trap door 
) fap, like they seal up boxcars with."A 


or foothold 


Jack said 
beltec 


across the 


d climb in there and hide trom 
the railroad dicks, riding in cool comfort 
on top of the ice. “Butif the trainman came 
through and pul a pin tt rough that F 
you'd be a trapped pigeon. They f 
many dead men out of those cars 
Whereas if you'd put the hasp inside the 
dhavec 
trol of the door. But now they've got these 
self-contained refrigerator cars 
Jack 


The sigh went around the circle. Siim 
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gray-bearded Sparky Smith, natty in his 
y y 


old pin-striped, double-breasted “suit 
wilh mismatched pants, picks up the la 
ment: “It's getting rougher every year 
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handout. Them markings are all gone 
now. There's nothing left of them, and you 
just have to hunt out your own house. And 
if you get a handout, you're lucky; and if 
not, you just thank 'em and go on anyhow. 

‘And there's not enough fellows to 
spread around hobo songs anymore. 

Sparky's wavery whiskey voice rises 
and falls in the cool night air, intoning a 
dirge for the hobo world when the steam 
trains were easy to hop. “Now you've got 
to beg a ride. It’s getting to be hitchhiking 
more than it is trains nowadays. There's 
just four or five of the steam trainers left; 
any others are getting old, and taking 
their Social Security and settlin' down in 
hotels and just staying put.” 

Steam Train Maury agrees. In five 


years, he claims, no one will ride trains 
anymore, They run too fast and far; the 
cars are locked up, redesigned, stream- 
lined. The railroad bulls keep the bos out 
of the yards, the only places where they 
can hop the train nowadays. The old- 
timers around the fire nod in agreement, 
but back in the shadows some younger 
figures look at each other quizzically and 
shake their heads silently, out of defer- 
ence to the elder bos 


The old steam trainers have worked out 
“gaffes," rackets to keep themselves in 
money and safely on the road. There is the 
classic scissorbill work that Bigtown 
James Gorman plied for years, until he 
became too ill to make the latest conven- 
tion. Carrying a small electric scissors 
sharpener, Bigtown would enter an office 
building and sharpen scissors and knives 
for a buck or so. Bigtown’s livelihood is 
gone now; after he had a heart pace- 
maker implanted, his sharpener's electric 
motor nearly killed him by jamming his 
pacemaker with static when he sat down 
to sharpen scissors in front of a hardware 
store. Today he rests in a nursing home, 
trying to recoup his strength so that he 
can hit the road again at age eighty-four. 


Making yourself look like the comic- 
strip caricature of ahobo can help you get 
by: old floppy hats, dungaree coveralls 
and red bandannas. Steam Train Maury 
has an old black coat covered with rail- 
toad pins, buttons, patches, and other 
souvenirs of his travels. He hands out 
greeting cards with his face peeking out 
of a boxcar to anyone who helps him 
along 

“In the East, where | travel, it's a matter 


of becoming known to the railroad work- 
ers," Steam Train explained. “Even the 
police will often put me on the right train 
just to get me out of the yards. They don't 
want me to get hurt there, They'll say, ‘Your 
train's not leaving till four this afternoon; 
so clear out of the yards up into the woods 
or somewhere, Come back at 3:30, and 
we'll get you on the right train.’ 

“When | go in the yards, the railroad 
men all welcome me with open arms 
Most places in the East they'll throw you in 
jail, but they know I'm getting old and 
won't be around much longer; so they get 
a kick out of me coming through 

‘A young guy would have it hard be- 
cause they're bothered with thieves so 
much. They see a young guy in the yard, 


The hobo went to the doctor man, 

“I'm all balled up,” said he 

‘Give me some pills, and to wash them 
down, 

Some Three Star Hennessy. 


(this page, above left) Frisco Jack, a hobo 
since the thirties, (lower left) Steam Train telling 
Portland G about the days of the great 


steam train rides of the 1920s-—40s. (above, 
right) lowa Blackie, the vegetarian hobo 
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and they figure he's up to no good. If you 
can prove you're a genuine hobo, then they 
won't bother you. One way to prove it is to 
be carryin’ a bedroll and gear with you,” 
advised Stearn Train. But he’s worked out 
an even better gaffe after years of travel; he 
delves into his back pocket and dredges 
up a large billfold crammed with business 
cards 

“If | run into someone | don't know, or if 
they don't know me, this damn billfold gets 
me by,” he says as he lays out card after 
card after card fromit. Steam Train appears 
to have the personal card of every railroad 
dick, city police chief, and railroad official 
east of the Mississippi; he is even an hon- 
orary policeman in several cities 

“Two dicks were really going to work me 
over in Detroit; and if they're sadistic, they 
have the privilege of knocking the hell out of 
you and getting away with it. | showed them 
this card, from the chief of police for the 
Northwestern Railroad, and said, ‘This man 
is my personal friend. If you hit me, you're 
going to be in a heap of trouble, And I've 
got eight or nine other Northwestern detec- 
tives’ cards, and they're all personal friends 
of mine, and they ask that you leave me 
alone.’ And they got off me right away, 
‘cause it was their boss's card 

“Yeah, this wallet's saved me from get- 
ting beat up many times. And most of these 
folders in here have two or three or four 
cards in them; | don't have room to show 
them all.” Steam Train's got a ticket to ride 

Gatfes are as varied as the men riding 
the rails. Mountain Dew, who travels the 
feared South, carries a tiny crowbar with 
him. While walking the tracks, he spies out 
the “date nails” pounded into the ties, which 
tell when the tracks were laid. The head of 
the nail has the last two digits of the year 
printed on it; antique dealers and railroad 
buffs pay good money for these, especially 
if the date goes well back into the nine- 
teenth century. Mountain Dew has consid- 
ered making pins out of the nailheads so 
that people could buy their birth-year nail, 
but he hasn't got around to it yet. 

Then there's Virginia Slim from Rich- 
mond, a religious wanderer. In the preface 
to a booklet of his poems that he sells for a 
quarter, he introduces himself: “| am a 
Christian and feel people can live closer to 
God when they have a modest outlook.” 
Slim carries on the tradition of the wander- 
ing devotee, a calling more common in Asia 
than in America but one that suits the hobo 
rather well. Most of the bos would agree 
with Slim's sentiments even if they wouldn't 
frame them in overtly religious terms. 

Poets come in all sizes, shapes, and 
styles. To counterbalance Virginia Slim, 
there is Lord Open Road from Kansas City, 
a traveller in denim overalls who will proba- 
bly never be called Slim. Lord Open Road 
either charms or alienates his audience by 
reeling off poetic phrases a hunk at a time, 
sometimes rhymed, sometimes blank. Be- 
fore Lord Open Road joined the conven- 
tion, the rest of the bos wondered when 
he'd arrive. One described him as a “word 
junkie,” and another said, “If Lord Open 
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Road heard that, he'd say, ‘Word junkie. | 
like that phrase.’ And then he'd go look it up 
to see what it meant.” 

Lord Open Road realizes that his gift/ 
curse of language is a mixed blessing: “My 
flowery, rhetorical speeches—folks have 
told me—will get me nowhere. |'m contrib- 
uting to my own defeat, with my own talk 
Well, you know | talk over their heads, like a 
Greek philosopher or statesman. Well, | 
don't mean to, but it comes out, and alcohol 
consumed over a long period of time, 
loosens your tongue.” When, Lord Open 
Road's tongue is properly loosened. his 
stories fall into spontaneous blank verse: 


I'm a 1933 dropout. 

We had droputs then 

just like you've got now, 
but what they're doing now 
we've already done, 
nothing new under the sun, 
and before that, 

retroactive back, 


* 


“There are just four 
or five of the steam trainers 
left; any others are 
getting old and taking their 
Social Security and 
settlin’ down in hotels and 
just staying put.” 


° 


Lord Open Road spun a tale, a blend of 
free association, storytelling, verse, and ep- 
ic, compacting some of the joys and frus- 
trations of the road into this tidy package: 


This year clime conditions were unnatural, 

it wasn't too favorable. 

So | had to take on whatever Mother Nature 
threw at me 

as her most ardent pupil, 

as | walk into the sunset of hobo oblivion 

/ must be getting senile 

by the mile. 

lve been through burning deserts, 

snowcapped mountains, 

and other isolated places where our ver- 
sion of civilization 

has not fully penetrated or even been rec- 
ognized. 

Finally, the miles were down to just a hand- 
ful, 

and | just started slowing down, 

fourteen, thirteen, eleven miles an hour, 

no rides, no smiles, 

angry housewives locking the car doors 

refusing to commit an act of benevolency. 

/ said, “Oh-oh.; 

Finally, a man stopped in a little bitty car, 

and my pack was bigger than his car. 


So/ said, “Why don't you put your car in my 
pack 

and we'll all walk?" 

Haw haw. 


The hobos in Britt even had a presidential 
candidate; Nobody. Perhaps you re- 
member the “Nobody for President’ cam- 
paign that succeeded in getting on the bal- 
lot in some states in 1976. "Nobody," better 
known as Hobo Adam Ydobon (which is 
nobody spelled backwards), came to Britt 
to swap stories and run for king. Nobody's 
hair is the color of winter sleet. but his mind 
and body are a lot younger than the 1898 
birthdate on his Social Security card would 
lead you to believe. He explains that when 
he wrote “true detective” stories in the thir 
ties and forties, he used the pen name 
Nemon, the Hebrew word for Nobody, 
“which was the name on my clothes when | 
was found abandoned in China during the 
Boxer Rebellion, They didn't know who my 
parents was; so they kept me there until | 
was eight years old, and then they shipped 
me back here.” Nobody summarizes his 
philosophy and his campaign platform in 
this way: “Being is important, but being 
important is not that damned important. 
But, of course, we all have our vanity. Let's 
not forget that. The other thing | have to say 
is, ‘Let's make peace habit-forming. " 

The tales of the Golden Days of steam go 
on, as do the laments for the Vanishing 
American Hobo. Steam Train said it. Sparky 
said it, just about all of the bos here repeat 
the refrain: times are changing, there'll be 
no more riding, we're the last, But when all 
these steam-train riders are finally gone, 
there will still be these bos in the jungle 
who are dismissed as “not real hobos” by 
some of the elder bos but who will be the 
“real” bos when the old-timers are gone 

Rattlesnake Dick stands in the shadows 
picking tunes on his banjo and guitar, blow- 
ing his mouth harp, a new Will Rogers per- 
forming music and rope tricks in bars and 
rodeos across Montana. He carries with 
him stories of the jungles, dives, and cities 
the bos intersect in. Rattlesnake Dick car- 
ries on the literary hobo tradition 

Off in the weeds are Cross Country Slim 
and his brother, Boxcar Frank Wright. split- 
ting a six-pack and deciding where to go 
from here. Slim and Frank are just two mid- 
die-aged transient workers. riding freights. 
walking, and hitchhiking from job to job 
Slim wears plain jeans and a casual shirt 
Frank has on work pants and shirt. There is 
nothing especially hobo-looking about 
them: they could slip in and out of most 
towns without causing a ripple of notice 
They represent the plain-dressed, roving- 
worker bo still found by the thousands 

lowa Blackie hangs around the jungle. in 
it but not of it. Blackie is a vegetarian and 
doesn t put into or take out of the communal 
mulligan stewpot: so there's no bond be- 
tween him and the other hobos. Blackie is a 
leftover from the hippie movement. roam- 
ing lowa clad only in overalls —no shoes or 
shirt. | saw Blackie jump barefoot off a mov- 
ing freight onto the cinders along the tracks 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 202 


@Sometimes | wonder if I’m 
psychic. I'm so adept 

at sensing people's slightest 
moods—particularly 
men's—that they accuse me of 
reading their minds. 

Maybe | actually do! ® 
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“Aman once told 
me,“ confides 
Marianne Walters, 
“that I'm the kind of 
girl who's far too 
sexy to take home to 
Mother.” We can see 
what the bedazzied 
fellow meant 
Marianne's sultry 
pout and level-eyed 
gaze may be alittle 
too provocative for 
polite drawing- 
room chatter. 


“| hate small talk anyway,” confides our 36-23-36-inch Pet. “I'm really at my best when I'm 
dressed in just a tiny bit of flimsy lace, lying on smooth satin sheets and having a whis- 
pery, one-on-one pillow talk.” When pressed, she couldn't think of a single disadvantage 
to being so sexually alluring. “Not that | always look this way,” she added modestly. “When 
5 scrubbed clean, | just look like the pretty girl next door.” 


“It's only when I'm perfectly 
made up that | feel gorgeous 
and irresistible.” Her 
fascination with cosmetics, in 
fact, has led her into a budding 
career as a professional 
makeup artist. “Instead of 
working with canvas, | work 
with living faces," 


“| feel great when I'm 
transforming someone—like a 
magician!" When asked what 
else fascinates her, she 
answers, “Anything to do with 
the occult, I'm a prototypical 
Gemini, for one thing,” she 
begins. “So I've always 
believed in astrology.” 
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e/'mat my 
best lying 
on satin 
sheets and 
having a 
whispery, 


one-on-one 
pillow talk.? 
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“And | think that all the incredible 

5 we observe every day 
can't simply be i 
attended séances and 
fortune-tellers. Sometimes | even 
wonder if I'm psychic. I'm very adept 
at sensing people's slightest 
moods ... particularly men’s! 


nes I'll literally take the words 
right out of a man's mouth, Men 
reading their minds 
and maybe | actually do!" It's easy for 
us to believe. Our raven-tressed 
temptress seems to possess enough 


use me ¢ 


magic of every kind to cast a spell on 


any mortal man 
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@When my 
face is 
scrubbed 
clean, | 
look like 
the pretty 
girl next 
door.® 


JADE McGOWAN 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 132 


McGowan stopped his car in the 
shadows a hundred yards away and waited 
there until all the lights in the house went 
out; then he took a .22 caliber carbine from 
under the backseat, fitted it with a silencer, 
started the car again, and drove slowly 
past Malino's house. From the moving car 
he squeezed off four rounds into the dog, 
and it rolled over and was no more. 


It was hot. The night was so hot that toward 
daylight the blob of candle wax Malino 
used to plug a hole in the screen at his 
bedroom window melted away enough to 
admit one mosquito. 

It went straight for Malino's nose, and he 
breathed it in and woke up in hysteria. 

“What's the matter with you?” asked his 
wife. 

“| breathed in a mosquito!” 

“Well, | wish you'd settle down. How can | 
sleep with you flopping around?” 

“Will you shut up! | got a mosquito in my 
nose!" 

“You and your nose!" 

“Stop it! I'm nervous! |'m in a lot of trou- 
ble!" 

“Well, don't worry me about it! You should 
have thought about being nervous before 
you did whatever it is you did!” 

They went back to sleep, discussing 
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theology. 

“Goddamn you!" he said. 

“Goddamn you!" she said. 

Malino got up early the next morning and 
was in the bathroom, shaving, when Baby 
Lee entered and leaned against the door 
frame. 

‘And as for last night,” she said, “Il don't 
care if you have a religion or not, as long as 
you're looking for one.” 

“Is there anything for breakfast?” 

“| don't have time to cook. I've got to go 
over my lines. Could you eat a candy bar? 
There may be some diet chili left.” 

“Why don't you ever stuff a turkey?” 

“Turkey is dry. | could open you some 
soup except last night | lost the can 
opener.” 

“I'll get something downtown." 

“Sometimes the way you act | don’t think 
you appreciate me. What other woman my 
age can do three hundred sit-ups?” 

Malino continued to shave. 

“| think I'll grow a mustache.” 

“Oh, no you won't!” 

“Why not?” 

“Then you'll look just /ike your mother!” 

“One of these days I’m gonna have 
enough of you and just tie right into you!” 

“Tie into me, are you? Well, get this: your 
ever-loving dog is dead!" 


McGowan got to his office early that morn- 
ing and started trying to locate the missing 
police officer Bumpas. His secretary had 


“What do you mean the poles have been wrong before?” 
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obtained Bumpas’s complete file from the 
Central Credit Bureau: “Sonny Junior Bum- 
pas, age thirty-two, wife Thelma, residence 
1616 Coffee Cup Lane; previous, 131 Na- 
tional; previous, 1888 Felix the Cat Cove; 
previous, Hotel Cherokee. Employed ten 
years city police department. Salary, ver- 
ified, $1,378 a month. 

“ACTIVE ACCOUNTS: Bluebird Finance, 
owing $3,956, secured by chattel mort- 
gage on household goods; Cut Rate Fi- 
nance, owing $2,589, secured by chattel 
mortgage on two pickup trucks; No-Bind 
Credit, owing $8,956, secured by condi- 
tional sale contract on 1977 sedan; Jack's 
Jiffy Thrift, owing $100, secured by signa- 
ture; Maxie's Thrift, owing $100, secured 
by signature; Time Thrift, owing $100, se- 
cured by signature; Thrift Thrift, owing 
$100, secured by signature; Products Ac- 
ceptance Corporation, owing $3,275, se- 
cured by conditional sale contract on 
package deal consisting of a set of weight- 
lifting equipment, electric lawn-sprinkling 
device with attached water softener, four 
chrome-plated hubcaps, and a twenty- 
seven-volume set of the Encyclopedia of 
Sexuality. 

“RECENT REJECTS: Whistles Family 
Discount Store, rejected reason three (poor 
pay); Speedy Transmission Rebuilders, re- 
jected application to finance replacement 
of transmission in 1977 model sedan, rea- 
son three; Sing Chow Corner Grocery, re- 
jected, no reason given; Frank's House of 
Prescriptions, rejected, reason four (over- 
loaded). 

“RECENT INQUIRIES: Organic Health 
Food Sales Company; Happy’s Termite and 
Roach Company; Slippery Oil Credit Com- 
pany; National Oil Credit Company; Dr. E. D. 
Hardeesty; Helen's Maison de Paris; Latex 
Rubber Novelties Company; Illustrated 
Bible Sales; Aluminum Foil Siding Sales 
Company." 

McGowan’s telephone rang. 

“This is Blacky Kingsnake Malino. I'm 
broke up. They got Ol’ Peach. Last night.” 

“Ol' Peach?” asked McGowan. 

“My dog. He's dead.” 

“Somebody poison him?" 

“Shot him. Four times. Four shots in a 
circle the size of a half-dollar. Somebody 
around here is one sure shot!” 

“That's a tough break, pal,” said 
McGowan. "I could tell you were close. You 
have any suspects?” 

“| know who done it. No question.” 

“Who?” 

“The suh mitch as lives next door. He 
done it. Last summer Ol' Peach eat up his 
youngest baby. That's motive, ain't it?” 

“Might be,” said McGowan. 

“| can't prove it, but | got my ways of 
getting even. I'll tell you this on the sly. To- 
night me and two brother officers, we 
gonna frame him on a morals charge. 
That'll fix him! Ruin him! He'll prolly kill his- 
self!” 

“It might backfire.” 

“Not a chance. We got this fourteen- 
year-old idiot boy we use all the time when 
we want to frame a suspect. It always 
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works.” 

“You might have the wrong man.” 

“Not a chance. It's almost worth losing 
Ol’ Peach just to get a chance to pull it off!” 

“Keep in touch,” said McGowan; then he 
hung up the telephone and went back to 
Bumpas's credit records. 

Where to start calling? The only entry that 
did not fit the pattern of slow pay and over- 
loaded was the recent inquiry from 
Helene’s Maison de Paris, a ladies’ dress 
shop where the prices were beyond the 
means of those in public service. 

McGowan telephoned Helene’s and 
asked to speak to the credit manager. “This 
is Sonny Junior Bumpas,” said McGowan. 
"A while back | made a application for a 
charge there. Whatever become of it?” 

The credit manager left the telephone to 
check his records and he returned. “Mr. 
Bumpas, according to our files, we were 
unable to approve your application, but | 
note that you made a sizable purchase on 
the twenty-fifth of January and paid for it 
with your Eternal Victory Credit Card. In 
light of that fact, perhaps we could recon- 
sider your application.” 

“Okay, reconsider it,” said McGowan. "I'll 
be back in touch.” 

McGowan looked up Bumpas's home 
telephone number and dialed it. 

A woman answered, 

“Mrs. Bumpas?" 

“Yes. Who is this?” 

“This is Monsieur Gaston at Helene’s 


Maison de Paris. I'm calling to inquire if you 
found everything satisfactory.” 

“What did you say, mister?” 

“| merely called to inquire if you found our 
merchandise satisfactory.” 

"Is this a obscene call? If it is, you sure 
gonna be sorry. My husband's on the cops; 
and when he catches you, he'll bust your 
ass flatter than a pancake!” 

McGowan hung up. 

Bumpas's wife knew nothing about an 
expensive purchase from Helene's Maison 
de Paris. Bumpas either bought nice things 
for a girl friend or to dress up in himself 
McGowan inclined to the latter. He walked 
across Tarpon Square to Helene's. 

“I'm from the bank,” he said to the man- 
ager. “| need your assistance in correcting 
an error in our traffic department. Several 
weeks ago a Mr. Sonny Junior Bumpas 
made a purchase here and paid for it with 
our Eternal Victory Credit Card. | need to 
see the actual sales slip to verify the total.” 

“Here is the sales slip,” said the hireling 
who had been assigned by the manager to 
find it. “It was for a custom-made ladies’ 
lounging coat of crushed kid. Very unusual 
dimensions, as | see. Height, seven feet six 
inches; bust, eighty-three. Most unusual, 
you'll agree. 

"The total cost, $2,745.89, and that in- 
cludes tax," said the hireling. 

McGowan took the slip and examined it. 
There was no address on it. It was a will 
call. Bumpas had picked it up himself. 


Jade McGowan went back to his office 
and started looking for a big woman. He 
made telephone calls to all the ladies, cloth- 
ing stores that handled tall ready-to-wear, 
telling them he was from the newspaper, 
doing a piece on tall women, and asking 
whether they would give him the names of a 
few, especially those in the vicinity of seven 
feet six. None of them had ever heard of 
anyone that size. 

McGowan’s secretary got a telephone 
directory and divided the Yellow Pages 
among the staff, and they started calling all 
dressmakers, couturiers, and specialty 
shops. No luck. They started on “sewing,” 
then on “alterations,” and McGowan called 
the two places in town that sold tall men’s 
clothing, on an off chance. Then he started 
calling the theatrical costumers and scored 
with the very first, Maitland-Snade, Fagin, 
Bakemoon & Two Brothers. 

"We sell to a Miss Attila the Honey. of 
those dimensions,” said the manager. “She 
lives in the old Waterfleet mansion and op- 
erates a gentlemen's rest home there. Will 
you be sure to mention in your story that she 
is draped by Maitland-Snade, Fagin, 
Bakemoon & Two Brothers? Oh, something 
better! We are costuming the Fish Prince! 
At this moment in our shops we have ten 
women sewing over three hundred 
thousand reflectorized plastic, floral tint, 
fish scales on a pink velvet tuxedo. It would 
make a great color spread!” 

McGowan got to the old Waterfleet man- 


“McPherson, you're fired!” 
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Your body's requirements are 
different. You have a need for 
certain vitamins and minerals. 
No matter how much of a 
“man” you are, if you're not 
getting plenty of the right nut- 
rients, you won’t have a healthy 
sex drive, Vitamins and miner- 
als can play an important role in 
the sexual area. And the bigger 
a man is the more he needs. 
Sexual Development. 

In certain areas of the world, 
men’s sex organs don’t fully de- 
velop. This is brought on by diet 
deficiencies of a certain mineral, 
zinc. Though it is unlikely this 
problem could occur in the Un- 
ited States, this research shows 
the necessity of proper nutri- 
tion. Reports from returning 
POW’s and others who had 
been forced to live on substan- 
dard diets showed a marked 
decrease in libido. Authorities 


hypothesize that this condition 
occurs when certain necessary 
nutrients are absent from the 
diet. The truth is sexual satisfac- 
tion depends on both physical 
and emotional well-being, and 
in order to assure contentment 
they must exist in complete 
harmony. 

It is known that emotional 
distress does not necessarily 
cause physical debilitation, but 
problems can and often do lead 
to emotional difficulties, Be- 
cause of the unique bond of 
mind and body in the human 
sexual condition it is sometimes 
necessary to treat the body to 
activate the mind. Today's de- 
manding pressures, unguarded 
eating habits, and the total ab- 
sence of some vital nutrients 
from the diet may, together, lead 
to sexual incapabilities. 

Nutrition Solves Sexual 
Problems. 
Recent studies indicate a 
dramatic upsurge in the re- 
ported number of cases of sex- 
ual problems in the past de- 
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trends are pointing more to- 
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sion in ten minutes. The gate was open, 
and he walked into a dense, junglelike 
park, up a winding, red-brick sidewalk, and 
knocked at the door. 

The door was opened by a red Indian 
named Victor Half Beaver, who was six feet 
tall, weighed one hundred pounds, and 
had but half a stomach, the other half hav- 
ing been shot away when he was a reserva- 
tion policeman and had tangled with two 
stoked-up Arapahos who were running in 
uninspected meat puppies to unload for 
the Thanksgiving trade. Victor Half Beaver 
was packing iron in a shoulder holster that 
was visible beneath his beaded vest. 

“How,” he threatened 

“Tell Miss Attila the Honey that Jade 
McGowan is here to see her on official 
business.” 

“You wait in here,” said Victor Half Bea- 
ver, pointing to a sitting room. 

Soon there was the rustle of beaded cur- 
tains, and then Miss Attila the Honey ap- 
peared, running her hands through her 
long, black hair. She was wearing an ab- 
breviated costume of harness leather 
spiked with brass and a pair of black, 
high-heeled shoes, the kind with the air- 
tight instep, that could have come only from 
Belfini’s in Bucharest, at three thousand 
dollars a pair. 

"Jade, darling!” she exclaimed, “What a 
delight to see you again!" 

“Annie! Are you Miss Attila the Honey?" 

“Wouldn't you know it?” she agreed. 


Miss Attila the Honey had grown up in 
Jade's old neighborhood over in Bay 
County, and they had played together in the 
days before she developed. After high 
school she had gone to London, where she 
served an apprenticeship in the notorious 
Mayfair rooms of Sir Darkness Huggers. 
Five years ago she came back, rented the 
old Waterfleet mansion, opened up a gen- 
tlemen’s whipping parlor, and advertised in 
certain periodicals. 

Tense fellows living in sterile towns would 
take their two-weeks vacations from the 
Post Office or from jobs in unlicensed 
candy factories where they ran the ma- 
chines that wrapped sticks of Lemon Butter 
Brickle, come to town, check in at Miss 
Attila the Honey's, wait for a minute while 
old Doc Ethan Goose listened to their 
hearts, then turn themselves over to her. 

Miss Attila the Honey took two thousand 
dollars a week, gave a receipt, then bound 
them in wet leather, and toyed with them 
until they had to catch a Greyhound bus 
home or a jet plane out. 

"You look fine, Annie," said McGowan. 

"Aw. | look a mess. | know it. But tell me 
about you! Why are you here?" 

“I'm looking for a man. | think he might be 
registered,” 

“What do you want with him?" 

“lve been paid to find him." 

“Are you in that kind of business?” 

“Sort of.” 

“What's his name?” 


"He had it tattooed on his head years ago when he was a hippie with a lot of hair. of 
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“Police Officer Sonny Junior Bumpas.” 

“What is it about policemen that draws 
them to a place like this?” asked Miss Attila 
the Honey. “It seems like all I've had lately is 
peace officers, truck drivers, professional 
football players, and cowboys. Bumpas? 
Yes, he’s here, He's been here about three 
months. He'll be graduating soon.” 

“May | see him?" asked McGowan 

“Surely, Jade, but he's not exactly 
dressed to receive.” 

“That won't matter. Where is he?” 

"Third door on the left, upstairs.” 

"I'll just be a minute, Annie Lee.” 

“Aw, you remember my real name! Jade, 
you're a jewel!” 

McGowan found the door upstairs and 
entered. The room was empty of furniture 
There were a few mats on the floor, and the 
place smelled like wintergreen antiseptic. 
There was a naked man hanging by his 
ankles from a chain fastened in the ceiling. 
He was swaying gently as McGowan ap- 
proached him. 

“Sonny Junior Bumpas?” 

“Talking.” 

“Are you the missing policeman?” 

“Is the pope a duck? Can a Catholic 
swim?” 

“My name’s McGowan. Your partner, 
Malino, hired me to find you. He wants you 
to turn up. Bad.” 

McGowan waited but Bumpas said noth- 
ing. 
“Scatboat Miller thinks Malino killed you, 
and he's going to see that Malino is pun- 
ished. In a big way.” 

“What's all that to me?” 

“A man’s life depends on your leaving 
here and letting the world know you're still 
alive.” 

“Leave here? Are you crazy? | wouldn't 
leave here to save no ten lives!” 

“What about your family? They're worried.” 

“Sheet!” 

“You won't come out?" 

“Would you, if tomorrow Miss Attila the 
Honey was gonna burn her initials on the 
cheek a'your ass?” 

At the prospect Bumpas almost 
swooned. 

“Malino will be killed,” said McGowan. 

“So what? Killing's nothing new to me! 
Now get out, mister. I'm paying good 
money for this, and | wanna enjoy it in 
peace!” 

Downstairs Miss Attila the Honey was 
waiting at a table set with two places. She 
had changed into a demure gown with a 
high lace collar and was pouring tea and 
setting out little almond-flavored egg 
cakes. 

“| found my man, but he won't help me,” 
said McGowan. 

“What will happen now?” 

“Nothing important.” 

“What interesting work you must have!" 
said Miss Attila the Honey. 

“Not as interesting as yours,” said 
McGowan. “| remember when you wanted 
to be an airline hostess, a nurse, a depart- 
ment store buyer...” 

“Those are little jobs, Jade. They're what 
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kids want to do. What about you? Did you 
ever make it through law school? You al- 
ways wanted so much to be a lawyer and 
see justice done." 

“I'm not a lawyer anymore, but | do get to 
see a lot of justice done.” 

She went outside with him and along the 
walk through the jungle. It was hot, and a 
mist of steam and heavy perfume rose from 
the dark, wet foliage. 

“Did you ever marry?” she asked 

“No.” 

They reached the street. 

“This is oleander,” she said, touching a 
bank of green. "A poisonous evergreen 
shrub of the dogbane family, with fragrant, 
red-to-white flowers." 

McGowan kissed her hand. 

“Good-bye, Annie.” 

When Miss Attila the Honey returned to 
the old Waterfleet mansion, Victor Half 
Beaver noticed her eyes were red. 

“Raven Hair cry?" he asked, 

“Aw, Chief, | just hate being so damned 
bitching tall!” 

She picked up a thin bamboo switch and 
ran upstairs to work off her frustration by 
tormenting a man named Longchamps 
from New Orleans, who spoke in an Irish 
Channel accent and who made a living by 
dealing in iced-broiler futures. 


When McGowan got back to his office, 
Malino was there, waiting 
“What about Bumpas?” he asked, anx- 


iously. “Have you found him?" 

“| can't find him." said McGowan. “If you 
didn't kill him, then he's disappeared by 
himself. He's gone. Vanished.” 

"Coming up soon is the deadline,” said 
Malino, “Scatboat Miller's gonna settle it 
then,” 

“Can't you get out of town? Why do you 
have to stay and take it? Get out of town, 
Malino!” 

Malino reflected for a moment. 

“| may hide out, but | won't leave town. 
Not just yet, anyway. | know what! I'll go 
cross the bridge and hole up in one a’them 
rooming houses. That's what I'll do!” 

“They'd find you there in a minute. That's 
just where they go to find people, Put on a 
good suit and check in at the Plantation 
Hotel. Use another name. They'd never 
think of looking for you in a place like that.” 

“I'll do it. | guess that's the best.” 

“Before you go, | want to give back your 
money,” said McGowan. 

He opened a drawer, took out the en- 
velope containing Malino’s ten thousand 
dollars, and pushed it across to him. 

“| haven't been able to do you any good,” 
said McGowan. “So you get a refund.” 

Malino pushed the envelope back to 
McGowan. 

“Keep it, for your expenses,” he said. 
“Keep it; | got plenty more hid.” 

“All right, then,” said McGowan. “Call me 
when you're settled.” 

Late that afternoon Malino telephoned. 


ENG. COMP. 
cHer W-V 


pp (22-(3 


“I'm sure you will all appreciate, class, that since 
praying is no longer allowed I'm going to let you all masturbate instead.” 
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“|'m at the Plantation Hotel, like you said. 
Room 306, but it's hell. This waiting is get- 
ting me. Come on over and set with me.” 

McGowan found Malino in a fifty- 
dollar-a-day room. 

Malino had brought up magazines. True 
Detective, Real Detective, Guns of the Old 
West, Sexology, Guns and Ammo, and lots 
of comic books. He had leafed through 
them all and had eaten all the glazed 
doughnuts and peanut bars in his suitcase. 

He was drinking beer out of a waxed 
paper cup. 

“| got more troubles,” said Malino. “My 
wife run out on me.” 

He handed McGowan a note 

“This was stuck in the bathroom mirror 
when | got home at noon.” he said. 

McGowan read the note 

“Dear Blacky. This is it and good-bye. | 
am leaving for New York with the Fish 
Prince. He has promised to get me a place 
with hand-painted draperies and base- 
board heat, buy me a piano, and take me 
out to eat. | have given Blacky, Jr, to the 
Welfare, who will put him in a home. There is 
some rock candy for your supper in a dish 
on the drainboard.” 

McGowan handed the note back to 
Malino. 

“How do you feel about this?” he asked. 

“About her leaving?” asked Malino. 
“Don't mean nothing to me. I'm glad she’s 
gone. | just feel sorry for the Fish Prince.” 

Malino sat on the bed, wearing his police 
uniform pants, his varnished boots with ten 
belts and buckles on them, and a sleeve- 
less undershirt. He'd had three showers 
and was redolent of a popular cologne. 

“I'd better try to run for it, after all.” he 
said. “| know a fishing camp, about a 
hundred miles from here. I'll go there. Then, 
later, start over in some new town.” 

“It's going to be hard for a man who 
weighs three hundred pounds to hide any- 
where," said McGowan. 

“!'ll take a bus out of town,” said Malino. “| 
know the police ways. | can get by ‘em.” 

“If | were you, I'd try to get out of town ina 
truck, covered up with onions or some- 
thing.” 

Malino hung his head and sniffed. 

“The worst part of running off is leaving 
my boy. | got a boy, Blacky Junior King- 
snake Malino, just coming up. | want you to 
do me one favor, Jade McGowan. | want 
you to promise to get him out of that welfare 
home Baby Lee put him in and send him to 
live with my sister, Princess Grace Malino. 
She's on the police force here in town. She's 
ameter maid. She'll take Blacky Junior and 
raise him up right. | want you to promise, 
too, that you'll see he gets my Indian chief 
made out of slugs. Promise?” 

“| promise.” 

“Tell him if he wants to make a buffalo, 
he'll have to go on the police hisself and get 
enough slugs on his own.” 

“I'll tell him,” said McGowan. 

There was a soft knock at the door. 

“I'll get it," said Malino, and he opened 
the door 

There stood Police Chief Scatboat Miller: 


six foot three; two hundred and fifty 
pounds, manicured and polished finger- 
nails, big diamond ring, glistening natu- 
ral-alligator shoes, black suit, pearl-gray 
Stetson hat, and rimless eyeglasses with 
tinted lenses 

“Hello, Malino,” he said softly. 

Scatboat Miller was not all bad. He had 
run Zeno Bogue out of town; he had closed 
down Dr. Silkencat’s abortion mill and 
obscene tattoo parlor, and he did break up 
the Satin Goggle Mob 

“How'd you find me?” asked Malino. 

“It's hard for a three-hundred-pound man 
to hide anywhere,” said Scatboat Miller. 

Miller turned to Jade McGowan 

What's your name?” he asked 

McGowan was about to say, “I'm from 
Maximum Adjustment Company, here to 
collect a bill from this deadbeat,” when a 
damsel, scantily clad even for summer- 
time, entered through the open door. 

She wore shoes a full size too long so she 
could hide folding money in the toe 

“Who was it here wanted a party?” she 
asked; then she saw Scatboat Miller, rec- 
ognized him, and ran back out the door. 

“So,” said Miller. “You boys were plan- 
ning a party! | might have known, seeing 
the doughnut sack, the Peanut Buddy 
wrappers, the funny books, the beer. That's 
pretty low-down, isn't it, Malino, with your 
partner Police Officer Sonny Junior Bum- 
pas laying out somewhere, in a lime pit?” 

“| don't know what's become a'Bumpas. | 
honest t'Pete don't.” 

“Sure, Blacky,” said Scatboat Miller. “Put 
on your tunic; it's time for you to go on duty, 
We'll drive you to the station house 

“We?" 

Two detectives, who had been standing 
outside the door, entered. They wore 
enamelled American flags in their lapels 

“L guess this is it,” said Malino to 
McGowan 

“It's a tough break, pal,” said McGowan 


Five days later on the front page of the 
Morning Call there was a news story about 
the death of Police Sergeant Blacky King 
snake Malino. Malino had been alone, re 
turning from duty, and had apparently gone 
to sleep at the wheel of a 1952 pick-up 
truck parked on a railroad track at the 
crossing. He had been hit broadside by the 
Cannonball Express and killed instantly. 
The story quoted Police Chief Scatboat 
Miller on the tragedy: “Malino was an out- 
standing police officer, popular on the 
force, and now mourned by dog and man, 
alike." Another news story on the inside 
pages of the same issue reported that 
Police Officer Sonny Junior Bumpas, miss- 
ing for three months, had returned to duty, 
“Bumpas appears to have suffered an 
attack of amnesia,” said Police Chief Scat- 
boat Miller, “and claims to have no idea of 
his whereabouts for the past three months 
McGowan had made ten thousand dol- 
lars in one week, and he felt like celebrat- 
ing. He picked up the telephone and dialed 
the old Waterfleet mansion. ‘Annie? This is 
Jade. What are you doing tonight?” O+—_ 
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He swam with his sex hard. They 


approached each other with a crouching motion, as'if for a battle. 


CUOMAN 


OF PRE DURES 


Louis could not sleep. He turned over in his 
bed to lie on his stomach and, burying his 
face in the pillow, moved against the hot 
sheets as if he were lying over the woman. 
But when the friction increased the fever in 
his body, he stopped himself. 

He got out of bed and looked at his 
watch. It was two o'clock. What could he do 
to appease his fever? He left his studio. The 
moon was shining, and he could see the 
roads clearly. The place, a beach town in 
Normandy, was full of little cottages that 
people could rent for a night or a week. 
Louis wandered aimlessly. 

Then he saw that one of the cottages was 
lighted. It was set into the woods, isolated. 
Itintrigued him that anyone should be up so 
late. He approached it soundlessly, his 
footsteps lost in the sand. The Venetian 
blinds were down but not tightly closed; so 
he could see right into the room. And his 
eyes met with the most amazing sight: a 
very wide bed, profusely covered with pil- 
lows and rumpled blankets, as if it already 
had been the scene of a great battle; a 
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man, seemingly cornered in a pile of pil- 
lows, as if pushed there after a series of 
attacks, reclining like a pasha in a harem, 
very calm and contented, naked, his legs 
folded out; and a woman, also naked, 
whom Louis could see only from the back, 
contorting herself before this pasha, un- 
dulating and deriving such pleasure from 
whatever she was doing with her head be- 
tween his legs that her ass would shake 
tremulously, her legs tighten as if she were 
about to leap. 

Now and then the man placed his hand 
over her head as if to restrain her frenzy. He 
tried to move away. Then she leaped with 
great agility and placed herself over him, 
kneeling close to his face. He no longer 
moved. His face was directly under her 
sex, which, her stomach curved outward, 
she held before him. 

As he was pinned under her, she was the 


one to move within reach of his mouth, 
which had not touched her yet. Louis saw 
the man's sex rise and lengthen as he 
tried with an embrace to bring her down 
upon him. But she remained at a short dis- 
tance, looking, enjoying the spectacle of 
her own beautiful stomach and hair and sex 
so near to his mouth. 

Then slowly, slowly, she moved toward 
him and, with her head bowed, watched 
the melting of his mouth between her legs. 

For a long while they maintained this po- 
sition. Louis was in such a turmoil that he 
left the window. Had he remained longer he 
would have had to throw himself on the 
ground and somehow satisfy his burning 
desire, and this he did not want to do. 

He began to feel that in every cottage 
something was taking place that he would 
like to be sharing. He walked faster, 
haunted by the image of the man and 
woman, the round, firm belly of the woman 
as she arched herself over the man... 

Then he reached the sand dunes and 
complete solitude. The dunes shone like 
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snowy hills in the clear night. Behind them 
lay the ocean, whose rhythmic movements 
he could hear. He walked in the white moon- 
light. And then he caught sight of a figure 
walking before him, walking fast and lightly. 
lt was a woman. She wore some kind of 
cape, which the wind billowed like a sail, 
and seemed propelled by it. He would 
never catch up with her. 

She was walking toward the ocean. He 
followed her. They walked in the snowlike 
dunes for a long while. Atthe ocean's edge, 
she flung off her clothes and stood naked 
in the summer night. She ran into the surf. 
And Louis, in imitation, discarded his 
clothes and ran into the water also; Only 
then did she see him. At first she was still. 
But when she saw his young body clearly in 
the moonlight, his fine head, his smile, she 
was not frightened. He swam toward her. 
They smiled at each other. His smile, even 
at night, was dazzling; hers, too. They 
could scarcely distinguish anything but the 
brilliant smiles and the outlines of their per- 
fect bodies. 

He came closer to her. She let him. Sud- 
denly, he swam deftly and gracefully over 
her body, touching it and passing on. 

_ She continued to swim, and he repeated 
his passage over her. Then she stood up, 
and he dove down and passed between 
her legs: They laughed. They both moved 
with ease in the water. 


He was deeply excited. He swam with 
his sex.hard. Then they approached each 
other with a crouching motion, as if for a 
battle. He brought her body against his, 
and she felt the tautness of his penis. 

He placed it between her legs. She 
touched it. His hands searched her, ca- 
ressed her everywhere. Then again she 
moved away, and he had to swim to catch 
her. Again his penis lay lightly between her 
legs; then he pressed her more firmly 
against him and sought to penetrate her. 
She broke loose and ran out of the water, 
into the sand dunes. Dripping, shining, 
laughing, he ran after her. The warmth of 
the running set him on fire again. She fell on 
the sand, and he over her. 

Then at the moment when he most de- 
sired her, his power suddenly failed him. 
She lay waiting for him, smiling and moist, 
and his desire wilted. Louis was baffled. He 
had been in a state of desire for days. He 
wanted to take this woman, and he 
couldn't. He was deeply humiliated. 

Strangely enough, her voice grew tender. 
“There is plenty of time," she said. “Don't 
move away. It’s lovely.” : 

Her warmth passed into him. His desire 
did not return, but it was sweet to feel her. 
Their bodies lay together, his belly against 
hers, his sexual hair brushing against hers, 
her breasts pointed against his chest, her 
mouth glued to his. 


Then slowly he slipped off to look at 
her—her long, slender, polished legs; her 
rich pubic hair; her lovely, pale, glowing 
skin; her full breasts very high; her long 
hair, her wide, smiling mouth. 

He was sitting like a Buddha. She leaned 
over and took his small, wilted penis in her 
mouth. She licked it softly, tenderly, linger- 
ing over the tip of it. It stirred. 

He looked down at the sight of her wide 
red mouth so beautifully curved around his 
penis. With one hand she touched his balls; 
with the other she moved the head of the 
penis, enclosing it and pulling it gently. 

Then, sitting against him, she took it and 
directed it between her legs. She rubbed 
the penis gently against her clitoris, over 
and over again. Louis watched the hand, 
thinking how beautiful it lboked, holding the 
penis as if it were a flower. It stirred but did 
not harden sufficiently to enter her. 

He could see at the opening of her sex 
the moisture of her desire appearing, glis- 
tening in the moonlight. She continued to 
rub. The two bodies, equally beautiful, 
were bent over this rubbing motion, the 
small penis feeling the touch of her skin, 
her warm flesh enjoying the friction. 

She said, “Give me your tongue," and 
leaned over. Without interrupting the rub- 
bing of his penis, she took his tongue into 
her mouth and touched the tip of it with her 
own tongue, Each time the penis touched 
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her clitoris, her tongue touched the tip of his 
tongue. And Louis felt the warmth running 
between his tongue and his penis, running 
back and forth. 

In a husky voice she said, “Stick your 
tongue out, out!” 

She again cried, “Out, out, out, out...” 
obsessively, and when he did so, he felt 

‘ such astirring through his body, as if it were 
his penis extending toward her, to reach 
into her. 

She kept her mouth open, two slender 
fingers around his penis, her legs parted, 
expectantly. 

Louis felt a turmoil, the blood running 
through his body and down to his penis. It 
hardened. : 

The woman waited. She did not take in 
his penis at once. She let him, now and 
then, touch his tongue against hers. She let 
him pant like a dog in heat, open his being, 
stretch toward her. He looked at the red 
mouth of her sex, open and waiting, and 
suddenly the violence of his desire shook 
him, completed the hardening of his penis. 
He threw himself over her, his tongue inside 
of her mouth, and his penis pressing inside 
of her. 

But again he could not come. They rolled 
together for along while. Finally, they got up 
and walked, carrying their clothes. Louis's 
sex was stretched and taut, and she de- 
lighted in the sight. Now and.then they fell 


on the sand, and he took her and churned 
her and left her, moist and hot. And as they 
again walked, she in front of him, he encir- 
cled her in his arms and threw her on the 
ground so that they were like dogs cou- 
pling, on their hands and knees, He shook 
inside of her, pushed and vibrated and 
kissed her and held her breasts in his 
hands. 

“Do you want it? Do you want it?” he 
asked. 

“Yes, give itto me, but make it last; do not 
come, | like it like this, over and over and 
over again." 

She was so moist and feverish. She 
would walk, waiting for the moment he 
would thrust her into the sand and take her 
again, stirring her and then leaving her be- 
fore she had come. Eachtime she felt anew 
his hands: over her body, the warm sand 
against her skin, his caressing mouth, the 
caressing wind. 

As they walked, she took his erect penis 
into her hand. Once she stopped him, knelt 
before him, and held it in her mouth. He 
stood towering over her, with his belly mov- 
ing slightly forward. Another time she 
pressed his penis between her breasts, 
making a cushion for it, holding it, and let- 
ting it glide between this soft embrace. 
Dizzy, palpitating, vibrating from these ca- 
tresses, they walked drunkenly. 

Then they saw a house and stopped. He 


begged her to conéeal herself among the 
bushes. He wanted to come; he would not 
leave her until then. She was’so aroused, 
and yet she wanted to hold back and wait 
for him. 

This time, when he was inside of her, he 
began shaking, and finally he came, with a 


violence. She half climbed over his body to” 


reach her own fulfillment. , They cried to- 
gether. 

Lying back, resting, smoking, with the 
dawn coming upon them, lighting their 
faces, they now felt too cool and covered 
their bodies with their clothes. The woman, 
looking away from Louis, told him a story. 

She had been in Paris when they had 
hanged a Russian radical who had killed a 
diplomat. She was then living in Montpar- 
nasse, frequenting the cafés, and she had 
followed the trial with a passion, as all her 
friends had done, because the man was a 
fanatic, had given Dostoevskian answers to 
the questions put to him, faced the trial with 
great religious courage. , 

At that time they still executed people for 
grave offenses. It usually took place at 
dawn, when no one was about, in a little 
square near the prison of the Santé, where 
the guillotine had stood at the time of the 
Revolution. And one could not get very near 
because of the police guard. Few people 
attended these hangings. But in the case of 
the Russian, because emotions had been 
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@As the condemned man was flung into space and death, the penis 
gave a great leap inside of her, gushing out its warm life.® 


so much aroused, all the students and art- 
ists of Montparnasse, the young agitators 
and revolutionaries, had decided to attend. 
They waited up all night, getting drunk. 

She had waited with them, had drunk 
with them, and was in a great state of ex- 
citement and fear. It was the first time she 
was to see someone die. It was the first time 
she was to see someone hanged. It was the 
first time she was to witness a scene that 
had been repeated many, many times dur- 
ing the Revolution. 

Toward dawn the crowd moved to the 
square, as near as the rope, stretched by 
the policemen, would allow, and gathered 
in a circle. She was carried by the waves of 
crowding and pushing people to a spot 
about ten meters away from the scaffold. 

There she stood, pressed against the 
rope, watching with fascination and terror. 
Then a stirring in the crowd pushed her 
away from her position. Still she could see 
by standing on her toes. People were 
crushing her from all sides. The prisoner 
was brought in with his eyes blindfolded. 
The hangman stood by, waiting. Two 
policemen held the man and slowly led him 
up the stairs of the scaffold. 

At this moment she became aware of 
someone pressing against her far more 
eagerly than necessary. In the trembling, 
excited condition she was in, the pressure 
was not disagreeable. Her body was in a 
fever. Anyway, she could scarcely move, so 
pinned was she by the-curious crowd. 


She wore a white blouse and a skirt that 
buttoned all the way down the side as was 
the fashion then—a short skirt and a 
blouse through which one could see her 
rosy underwear and guess at the shape of 
her breasts. 

Two hands encircled her waist, and she 
distinctly felt a man’s body, his desire hard 
against her ass. She held her breath. Her 
eyes were fixed on the man who was about 
to be hanged, which made her body pain- 
fully nervous, and at the same time the 
hands reached for her breasts and pressed 
upon them 

She felt dizzy with conflicting sensations. 
She did not move or turn her head. A hand 
now sought an opening in the skirt and 
discovered the buttons. Each button un- 
done by the hand made her gasp with both 
fear and relief. The hand waited to see if 
she protested before proceeding to 
another button. She did not move. 

Then with a dexterity and swiftness she 
had not expected, the two hands twisted 
her skirt around so that the opening was at 
the back. In the heaving crowd now all she 
could feel was a pénis slowly being slipped 
into the opening of her skirt. 

Her eyes remained fixed on the man who 
was mounting the scaffold, and with each 


beat of her heart the penis gained head- 
way, It had traversed the skirt and parted 
the slit in her panties. How warm and firm 
and hard it was against her flesh. The con- 
demned man stood on the scaffold now, 
and the noose was put around his neck 
The pain of watching him was so great that 
it made this touch of flesh a relief, a human, 
warm, consoling thing. It seemed to her 
that this penis quivering between her but- 
tocks was something wonderful to hold on 
to, life to hold while death was passing 

Without saying a word, the Russian 
bowed his head in the noose. Her body 
trembled. The penis advanced between 
the soft folds of her buttocks, pushing its 
way inexorably into her flesh. 

She was palpitating with fear, and it was 
like the palpitation of desire. As the con- 
demned man was flung into space and 
death, the penis gave a great leap inside of 
her, gushing out its warm life. 

The crowd crushed the man against her. 
She almost ceased breathing, and as her 
fear became pleasure, wild pleasure at 
feeling life while a man was ‘dying, she 
fainted. 

After this story Louis dozed off to sleep 
When he awakened, saturated with sen- 
sual dreams, vibrating from some imagi- 
nary embrace, he saw that the woman had 
gone. He could follow her footprints along 
the sand for quite a distance, but they dis- 
appeared in the wooded section that led to 
the cottages, and so he lost her. O+—-7q 
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ARE YOU 
NORMAL? 
FIND YOUR DEVIATION 
pre inci 


Fifty questions that separate the meek and unique from the freak 
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“Normal” is what you are and everyone else 
isn't, right? Actually, that's probably as 
good an explanation as any other you're 
likely to run across, for the enormous range 
of acceptable human behavior makes 
normality almost impossible to define. (The 
ancient Romans seemed to be on the right 
track: the word normal is derived from the 
Latin word meaning “square.") Ps 

The fact that normality can't be easily 
defined has not kept-social scientists from 
trying to isolate thousands of characteris- 
tics which—when taken together—form a 
profile of the average male. We have 
hacked our way through this statistical rain 
forest to bring you this psychograph, be- 
cause we thought that you might enjoy see- 
ing how your attitudes and behavior com- 
pare with those of other American men. 

We have reviewed enough census tracts, 
sex surveys, demographic charts; market 
research studies, public-opinion polls, and 
psychological questionnaires to drive a 
normal man to abnormality. Out of all this, 
we've compiled a list of questions that have 
been posed to American men. Since virtu- 
ally all of the questions have been submit- 
ted to statistically valid samplings of the 
general population, we know how the “nor- 
mal" man would answer them. 

Naturally, there are no “correct” answers. 
The answers listed at the end represent the 
average or most popular response. The 
more your answers correspond with them, 
the more “normal” you're likely to be. 


1. Do you prefer women to be active or 
Passive sexual partners? 
(a) active 
(b) passive 


2. What is your favorite way to spend an 
evening? 
(a) dining out 
(b) visiting friends 
(c) watching television 
(d) going to a movie or the theater 


3. Here are two statements about cre- 
ativity. With which one do you agrée? 
(a) You shouldn't get involved in a 
creative endeavor (art, music, 
dance, writing) unless you're will- 

ing to commit yourself to it 
(pb) You should be able to enjoy all 
forms of creativity without feeling 
that you must become an expert 


4. If you have sex with a woman and she 
fails to achieve orgasm, do you feel at 
least partly to blame? 

(a) yes 
(b) no 


5. Is the face value of any and all life 
insurance you own 
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(a) less than $50,000 
(b) more than $50,000 
(c) | don't have any life insurance 


Do you furnish your house more for : 
(a) comfort 
(b) style 


. How do you travel to work? 


(a) bus 

(b) train or subway 
(c) car 

(d) walking 

(e) any other means 


. What do you think women really want 


from their relations with men? 
(a) love 
(b) ahome and children 
(c) sexual satisfaction 
(d) security 


. Here are several ways in which you 


might improve yourself, Which would 
* you rate as most important? 
(a) becoming more socially compe- 
tent 
(b) becoming more spiritually 
oriented 
(c) becoming less influenced by the 
opinions of others 
(d) getting ahead at work 
(e) learning how to enjoy life more 


Would you rather own 
(a) adog 
(b) acat 


If you see an older person who pays a 
lot of attention to his or her appearance 
(dressing stylishly, using cosmetics, 
and so on), are you more likely to 
(a) admire the person 
(b) feel that he or she is foolish for 
paying attention to such things 


. Do you think that you watch 


(a) too little 
(b) too much 
(c) the right amount of television 


How often in the course of a week do 
you brush your teeth? 

(a) seven times or less 

(b) eight times or more 


Would you say that you're 
(a) very happy 
(b) fairly happy 
(c) not too happy 


Have you taken at least one foreign trip 
in the last five years? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


. When you perform cunnilingus on a 
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woman, do you do it 
(a) because you enjoy it 
(b) because you want to please the 
woman, even though you don't 
enjoy it much yourself 
(c) | don't perform cunnilingus 


How many television sets are in your 
home? 

(a) one or none 

(b) two or more 


How much did you pay for your last 
pair of leather shoes? 
(a) less than twenty-five dollars 
(b) twenty-five dollars to forty dollars 
(c) more than forty dollars 


Here are four groups of U.S. presi- 
dents. Which do you feel includes the 
greatest men? 
(a) Washington, Jefferson, and Lin- 
coln 
(b) Kennedy, Truman, and Washing- 
ton 
(c) Washington, Lincoln, and Frank- 
lin D. Roosevelt 
(d) Kennedy, Lincoln, and Franklin 
D. Roosevelt 


In which temperature ranges would 
you function more effectively? 
(a) forty to seventy-five degrees 
(b) fifty to eighty-five degrees 
(c) sixty to ninety-five degrees 


Which kind of woman do you think 
would intimidate you more? 
(a) beautiful and highly intelligent 
(b) wealthy and very sophisticated 
sexually 


Do you think brand names are usually 
better than lesser-known products? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


Do you think that UFOs are 
(a) real 
(b) just in people's imaginations 


Which would you say is the surest sign 
that a person is cultured? 
(a) owning antiques 
(b) having a classical-record collec- 
tion 
(c) keeping abreast of current 
events 
(d) understanding references to fa- 
mous people when they're men- 
tioned in conversation 


Approximately how many pieces of 
mail do you receive in a week? 

(a) fewer than five 

(b) six to ten 

(c) eleven to fifteen 
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(d) more than fifteen 


If you had to play one of the following 
sports, which would you prefer? 

(a) bowling 

(b) tennis 

(c) golf 


Does your car use regular or premium 
gasoline? 
(a) regular 
(b) premium 
(c) | have a Diesel-powered car and 
don't use either 
(d) | don't have a car 


Do you wish that the women you go to 
bed with would employ more varied 
sexual techniques and different posi- 
tions than they do now? 
(a) yes, variety is the spice of life 
(b) no 


Are you more likely to buy 
(a) a book 
(b) a record 


Do you have (or would you like to have) 
your monogram embroidered on your 
clothes and accessories? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


Have you consumed a soft drink (other 
than as a mixer) in the past month? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


Here are three statements about the 
meaning of life. Which most closely 
agrees with your own view? 
‘(a) life is governed by mysterious 
forces that control our fate 
(b) anything in life that seems mys- 
terious really has a scientific ex- 
planation 
(c) | used to believe that science 
could explain everything, but 
now I'm not so sure 


How often in the past month have you 
been to a fast-food’ restaurant like 
McDonald's or Arthur Treacher's? 
(a) not once; | wouldn't even send 
that food to starving kids in India 
(b) one to three times 
(c) four or more times 


. How many times in the last six months 


have you dined at an honest-to- 
goodness, sit-down restaurant? 

(a) not at all 

(b) one to four times 

(c) five times or more 


How do today's liberated women com- 
pare with what they used to be? 
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(a) better 
(b) worse 


How many times:a year do you go to 
the movies? 

(a) not at all 

(b) one to three times 

(c) four to six times 

(d) seven to nine times 

(e) ten times or more 


Would you rather be 
(a) famous 
(b) highly respected 


Do you think that women tend to be 
more moody than men? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


Do you think that synthetic fibers and 
plastics have made life 

(a) better 

(b) worse 


Do you use after-shave at least occa- 
sionally? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


How much have you spent during the 
past year on liquor (from package 
stores only)? 

(a) less than $50 

(b) $50 to $100 


. (c) more than $100 


Do you own a credit card?. 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


Do you think that beings Jike us live 
elsewhere in the universe? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


What do you think is the best number 
of children for a family to have? 

(a) none 

(b) one. 

(c) two 

(d) three 

(e) four or more 


If, you could choose your boss, for 
whom would you prefer to work? 

(a) aman 

(b) a woman 


Do you usually eat 
(a) butter 
(b) margarine 


Do you believe in capital punishment 
for murder? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 


48. Do you believe in capital punishment 
for rape? 

(a) yes 

(b) no 
49. Would youbemore sexually aroused by 

(a) a nude woman 

(b) a woman dressed in a sexy, 

sheer nightgown 

50. Would you prefer to be single with 
many sexual partners, or married with 
a sexually exclusive relationship? 

(a) single 

(b) married 


SCORING 


These are the answers that we could ex- 
pect the “normal” man to select. 
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Give yourself two points for each of your 
answers that agrees with those above. 


If you scored 92-100 points: 

You are so normal that you are almost ab- 
normal. In virtually every category you re- 
flect the attitudes and the behavior of the 
average American male. |n fact, you are so 
normal that you should think about renting 
yourself out to advertising agencies as a 
one-man test market. 

64-90 points: 

You, are normally normal. You are in tune 
with society, but you exhibit enough indi- 
viduality to keep you from being a faceless 
cipher. You are fairly comfortable with your 
life and with the world around you. 

30-62 points: 

You have a strong streak of individuality. 
You often stand out in a crowd, but at the 
same time you still retain enough sense of 
reality to be accepted by that crowd. Other 
people may envy the independence of 
those in this category, but they usually re- 
spect them and look to them for leadership. 
0-30 points: 

You are a fugitive from the law of averages. 
Being around you may be an unsettling— 
but interesting—experience, since there's 
no telling what you'll do next. You are prob- 
ably highly self-reliant. You may also be 
completely wacky. People like you are often 
found in the vanguard of the world of art, 
fashion, and intellect. They're also found in 
asylums. Take your choice. Ot 
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cannot remember that Marion ever again 
escorted me to a Japanese restaurant 

An evening later | learned that my father 
had died, My brother, Bosco, called from 
New Delhi to notify me. According to 
Bosco, he had been fatally shot; the body 
was cremated a few hours later without an 
aulopsy If Bosco knew more of the mystery, 
he wouldn't tell me. | never learned further 
details of my father's death. He was forty- 
nine years old. Although separated by dis 
tance, we had been close in spirit. He had 
telephoned me a month previous to advise 
against marrying Marlon: "He's a bum, | 
don't care if he is famous —he's stilla bum." 
| had slammed the phone down on him for 
his impertinence. Now | couldn't 
with him. He was beyond regrets 
yiddy sensation of falling in space 

Pressures continued to build up in suc- 
ceeding days, My governess telephoned 
from India to offer condolences; she ended 
by supporting my father's judgment of Mar 
lon. Then my ex-fiance, Enrico Mandiaco 
appeared on my doorstep after a year’s 
silence, He, too, urged me to forgo mar 
riage with Marlon. “It would be the greatest 
mistake of your life,” he repeated over and 
Instead of crushing his skull with a 
skillet, | took a sleeping pill and retreated to 
bed 

At the end of the week. a row with Marlon 
flared up. We were lying in bed together 
al his house—when we heard a commotion 


reason 


| felt a 


over 


al the front door, downstairs. Between 
banging and pounding noises, a woman's 
voice screamed out, “It's me, Rita! R-I-T-A! 
Rita! Let me in! Goddamn il, let me in! 


Marlon didn't appear startled 
Jown and see what she wants 
After all, | can't offend 


I'd better go 
he said 
her feelings.” | sup- 
it was his calm tone as much as t 
presence of Miss Moreno that incensed 
What about my feelings? Get her out 
| screamed at him, "Make a 

right now!" Marlon went down 
where | could hear muffled bits of 
over the next twenty minutes 
as Ne persuaded the lady to depart without 
violence. | dressed and passed Marlon on 


the 


pose 


me 
I's her orme 
choice 
stairs 


conversation 


stairs 
bedroom 


4s he was coming back to the 


I'm leaving, my dear Rico!” | 


screeched, knowing his vulnerable points 


All right, my dear Rita!” he hollered back 
We stood on the stairway for five minutes 
calling each other Rico and Rita until | burst 
out laughing at the ridiculous scenario we 
were playing out. His face purpled: he 
choked and began to stammer. Laughing 
at him is, for Marlon, the ultimate indignity. | 
tomped from the house, slamming the 
front door with a crack that rang into the 
night like a rifle shot 

When Marlon telephoned the next day, | 
told him, “! don't want to get involved with a 
sick person like you," and hung up. | re- 
turned his mother’s earrings and other per- 
sonal gifts from him, He brought them back 
a day later. We talked. We huffed and 


puffed. And, as usual, we ended with 
mutual pledges of devotion. Furthermore, 
in this instance, we set a date for our mar- 
riage —within the following two weeks 

Fixing a wedding date did not preclude 
further quarrels between us. Perhaps we 
were both apprehensive about the forth- 
we argued over Marlon's 
house (| was fearful of living in the place, 
wilh its many stairways and slippery floors); 
we argued over other women; and when | 
discovered that | was pregnant, we arqued 
over the probable color of the baby, 

What is yours is half mine, and what is 
mine is half yours,” Marlon said, paraphras 
ing a line from Sayonara. He appeared de- 
lighted with the prospect of fatherhood 
he had always been fond of children——but 
fretted that the baby might have a dark 
color. In his anxiety about the baby’s racial 
traits, he bought and read several books on 
the mechanism of genetic inheritance. “Are 
you familiar with Mendel’s iaw?" he asked 
and proceeded into a discourse on genes, 
chromosomes, ova, spermatozoa, and the 
peas and pods in Mendel’s garden. It gave 
Marlon visible pleasure to survey this field 
from his reactions, one might have thought 
him personally credited for the genetic en- 
gineering involved 

Several days before the wedding, Marlon 
and | drove to Riverside, Calif. for a license 
and the mandatory blood tests. Riverside 
was chosen to preserve secrecy 
pending marriage remained, for Marlon, at 
this late date, an appointment in pectore 
We were escorted by two of Marlon’s busi- 
ness associates from Pennebaker Produc- 
tions, George Glass, a veteran motion pic- 
ture publicist previously associated with 
Stanley Kramer, and Walter Seltzer, an ex 
publicist for Hal Wallis. Both men circled 
around Marlon protectively, like destroyers 
conveying a richly laden merchant ship 
They shielded him from passersby, inter 
vened with clerks, and stood at ready-alert 
as the nurse withdrew a blood sample. | felt 
ike a piece of flotsam bobbing in their 
wake 


Our final premarital argument centered 


coming event 


our im- 


on the type of ceremony we should engage 
for consecrating our nuptials. My long-held 
fesire was for a Buddhist ceremony. | ad 
mire the simplicity and symbolism of the 
Buddhist rite the incense offering, the 
exchange ot beads, the meditation and 
chanting of a sutra. Its peaceful setting 
contrasts with the hectic gaiety of the Chris 
tian sacrament, Marlon contended that no 
Buddhist monk could be located in Los 
Angeles, and so we compromised with a 
Presbyterian minister reading the conven 
tional marriage vows 

As news of our marriage surfaced 
porters set out on our trail. After tracking us 
to the Palm Desert Ranch, they spied on us 
with binoculars or phoned the house with 
the usual silly questions: What were we eal- 
ing? Were we holding hands? Did we share 
the same toothbrush? 

Meanwhile, other reporters were probing 
my background. They located my mother 
and stepfather, William Patrick O'Cal- 
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laghan, living in Wales. Mr. O'Callaghan 
allegedly claimed to be my father, and ac- 
cording to the same sources, my mother 
did not dispute this claim. By the time Mar- 
lon and | had returned to Los Angeles from 
Palm Desert, the local press was printing 
leaders such as: "Who is Anna Kashfi?" 
“Who Is Joanne O'Callaghan?” “Was Mar- 
lon Brando Taken In by a Ringer?" 

| had always thought my appearance to 
be typically Indian—black hair, high 
cheekbones, sepia skin, and copper- 
penny eyes. If there are native Welsh who 
match that description, | have yet to dis- 
cover them. | had used the name of Joanne 
O'Callaghan on my passport to circumvent 
the quota on Indian admissions to the U.S. | 
had used the name while | was hos- 
pitalized, and Marlon had addressed let- 
ters to me and arranged for plane reserva- 
tions in that name. Subsequently, the U.S. 
Immigration and Naturalization Service 
checked and confirmed my Indian origin as 
attested to on our marriage license appli- 
cation. | was still traveling abroad with the 
“green card" issued to foreigners. | had 
applied for permanent resident status but 
was not granted that designation until the 
birth of our son 

With the furor over my name and national- 
ity building to a crest, Marlon disappeared. 
His two public-rclations men from Pen- 
nebaker, George Glass and Walter Selzer, 
burst into our home to resolve the con 
troversy by inquisition. "Where were you 


born?" "Produce your birth certificate!" 
"Who are your parents?” “Did you marry 
Marlon for his money?” They stood over me 
on either hand, alternating questions so 
that | was forced to respond by swinging 
my head from side to side. | was reeling on 
the brink of hysteria before they relented. 
Their verdict was reached in private consul- 
tation and, | presume, presented to Marlon, 
| was half expecting a public burning to be 
proclaimed for the following dawn. Surpris- 
ingly, Marlon dismissed the incident as in- 
consequential. “It’s just some garbage 
rooted out by a flock of vultures," he said. 
“When it blows over and the truth comes 
out, we'll sit down and have a good laugh 
about it together." Still, | could sense that he 
was reserving his final judgment. Later | 
found letters sent in his name to private 
investigators in England, France, and !n- 
dia. What, if anything, was exhumed from 
the past, | never learned. 

When the hackles raised by the Joanne 
O'Callaghan affair had smoothed them- 
selves out, we were able to resume a nor- 
mal relationship—normal, that is, for Mr. 
and Mrs. Brando. Even in his rejection of 
convention, Marlon is not a textbook non- 
conformist. Normality for us was redefined 
with each sunrise. 

It seemed that the ink was barely dry on 
our marriage contract before the gilt was off 
the gingerbread. Home for Marlon became 
“a place to hang his T-shirt" (in the words of 
one observer) between nocturnal wander- 
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ings. In rare domestic moods, he would 
take me to a neighborhood movie or a 
round of the local beatnik hangouts. More 
often, he would decamp to a friend's 
apartment, and | would not see or hear from 
him for several days running 

When Marlon did remain at home, he 


‘would typically sleep until 1:00 PM.— 


having hammered on his bongo drums until 
‘the previous dawn. He would then rise, 
brew a cup of coffee, and drive away to 
return in time for the next bongo session. 
Since | was enrolled in a 9:00 AM dance 
class, it was a rarity wnen we encountered 
each other. 

Sporadically, | attempted to discharge 
my housewifely duties. | was not an ac- 
complished cook, and my efforts in that 
department went unsampled. Marlon did 
not appreciate ornately prepared foods; 
like many Americans, he could swallow a 
meal while he was in motion or in his car at a 
drive-in eatery. | also tried to mend his 
dressing habits. | ordered suits for him and 
laid out his clothes. Left to his own initia- 
tives, Marlon frequently went about with 
unmatched socks 

By default, | inherited the household 
management chores. A part-time maid and 
a gardener were our sole employees 
“Have Pop open up a joint account for you 
at the bank.” Marlon said, “so you can han- 
dle whatever we need.” Marlon, Sr, was 
then acting as his son's business manager. 
He showed up at our house to supervise 
my conduct with the joint account. | was 
asked to produce the sales slips from the 
grocery markets, which he then audited 
with the scrupulousness of a bank exam- 
iner. Aha," he said at one point, “it’s evident 
you don't know much about shopping. You 
paid thirty-one cents for this roll of toilet 
paper! You married my son for his money. In 
this state there is a community property 
law—that's why you married him,” | didn't 
know the meaning of community property, 
but he explained that the law conferred on 
me 50 percent of Marion's income and 
equal voting rights for its control, “In that 
case,” | said, “I herewith exercise my 50 
percent. You're fired!" Marlon supported 
my decree, and Sr. was replaced by a Los 
Angeles management firm. | was learning 
to flex the sinews of power. 

In December Sayonara was scheduled 
for its Los Angeles premiere. However, | 
couldn't bring myself to attend the opening 
in the glare of publicity. | knew that Marlon 
had inserted several incidents from our 
courtship—in one scene he presents his 
Japanese girl friend with a gift wrapped in 
a silk scarf, exactly as he had once done 
with me.in the early days of our courtship 
when | was suffering from pulmonary 
tuberculosis at the City of Hope Hospital. 
Later Marlon and | went together to a 
Beverly Hills theater where Sayonara 
was playing. The sight of fragments from 
my private life amplified on the screen 
triggered a rage against Marlon. | erupted 
with a temper tantrum and refused to speak 
with hinttorseveral days. wy 

Fissures in the foundations of our mar- 
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CYBERNETIC WAR INTELLIGENCE DRUGS 


Welcome to World War Ill--the Cybernetic War, created 
by machines for machines. The soldiers in this conflict are of course computers, 
and by 1999, there will be roughly one billion of them either on or orbiting the planet. 
The arsenals of the Cybernetic War are stocked with cruise missiles, MIRVs, and 
smart bombs: its battle plans utilize such tools as robotics, pattern recognition, 
coding and game theory, cryptography, and simulation. All depend upon one 
superweapon, the indefatigable computer that, paradoxically, is also the best hope 
for human liberation. We've programmed the full story for the May Omni. 


Feeling dumb these days? What if you could 
take a pill that would increase your ability to learn, or a quick squirt from a nasal 
spray that has been proven to improve memory? Although smart pills and memory 
sprays sound like dreams from a distant future and like the stuff of science fiction, 
researchers Sandy Shakocius and Durk Pearson claim thal such things are avail- 
able now— some of them right at your local drugstore. They are called 
psychopharmaceuticals, and you can find out what they are in the next Omni. 


Not long ago, Omni editor Frank Kendig 
| asked a number of leading scientists who they felt was “the smartest man in the 
world” By far the man most cited for this perhaps dubious distinction was the 
freewheeling physicist Richard Feynman. Feynman joined the Manhattan Project at 
the tender age of twenty-four and held his own among the world’s most eminent 
nuclear scientists. Seven years later he won the Nobel Prize for uniting quantum 
theory and electromagnetism. In this exclusive interview, Feynman talks about the 
special kind of “prejudice” needed for frontier work in science and reminisces about 
| the days when he sat in his pajamas drawing the “silly pictures’ that are today the 
| routine tools of high-energy physics. Meet an unconventional mind, perhaps the 
most powerful and provocative in twentieth-century science, in the next Omni. 


The first space colonist is already an adult, and although his 
or her identity is unknown, a good guess can be made about the nationality —Rus- 
sian. “We believe thal permanently inhabitable space stations with interchangeable 
crews are going to be humanity's main road to the universe,” said atop Soviet space 
Official recently. In the next Omni, frequent contributor Jim Oberg presents an 
in-depth look at Russian plans to colonize space. In next month's Omni, you'll also 
find a rare gallery of Soviet space art as well as an excerpt from a new novel by the 
celebrated Russian engineer and science-tiction writer Vladimir Savchenko. 
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} rage were widening into chasms Marlon 
expressed his view to a Hollywood colum- 
nist: "I can't really talk to Anna, She ts s¢ 
emotional, so immature.” That he would 
descend to any public comment betrayed 
his discomposure, | called the same col- 
umnist and struck back: "As a romancer 
Marlon leaves a lot to be desired, He's just 
plain clumsy, and that’s the truth, If he were 
not a film star, | doubt that fie’d get to first 
base with women 

| cannot say that | understood Marlon at 


any significant depth during our marrage 
"You've shape up, Marlon; your 
anti are breaking us up,” | told him on 
New Year's Eve in 1958 from my smug ana 
bunkered vantage point. He only stared at 
me: Marlon considered such atlacks ur 
worthy of defense 

The renascent spirit of the new year did 
promote an effort to doctor our sic kly mar- 
riage. We agreed that moving to a new 
house could prove salutary. Marlon sug 
gested thal | look for a Japanese-style 
cottage —one with the privacy that fitted 
| his description of his hotel suite in Kyoto 
during the filming of Sayonara. "And make 
sure," he instructed me, “that the house 
has no white rugs. no white drapes, and no 
swimming pool After canvasing scores of 
homes in the Hollywood area (via numer 
ous real-estate brokers), | found a single- 
level Japanese house on Mulholland 
Drive—the ridge dividing the western half 
of Los Angeles. It was a small place —two 
bedrooms, a maid's quarters, a teakwood- 
floored living room dining room, and a 
kitchen—the rental for which was $1,000 
per month. It commanded a panoramic 
view of the San Fernando Valley to the north 
and the canyons to the south. It also had 
| white carpets, white drapes, and a swim 
ming pool. Marlon was enchanted with it 
We settled ourselves and our possessions 
there within the week. Marlon hung out a 
sign on the gate: “Unless you have an ap- 
pointment, under no circumstances dis: 
turb the occupant 

Secure behind the transcendent moat 
surrounding our hilltop shiro, far from the 
madding crowd, Marlon was able to con 
centrate on his business and film venture 
Associates were summoned to the moun! 
rather than gathering at the Pennebaker 
oatfices on the Paramount lot. Marlon i 
stalled a four-foot, gold-filigreed Chines 
gong in the living room and convened 
meetings by striking the gong with a ma 
sive, leather-headed clapper He also 
sounded the gong’s thunderous clamor to 
gain the attention of his contreres when 
overlapping conversations threatened the 
conference. Throughout the house dist 
| rattled in the cupboard, chandelic 

swayed, and heads throbbed whenever 
| the gong was detonated, It might have pre: 


> got t 


saged the entrance of Genghis Khan or the 
beginning of a J, Arthur Rank movie 
Shortly after we had moved into this 


morning to offer a suggestion: “Why don't 
you move to Hawaii and live there?” He was 
| just climbing into bed. “But, Marlon, my 


| | house, Marlon awakened me at two in the 


ty Bottle w 


pediatrician is here 
move to Hawaii? 
there's so much prejudice 


friends are here; my 
Why would | want to 
Well 


here in America; it might be wiser to avoid 


he said 


it. Also, you being Indian and | American 
we have to think of the baby we don't 
know what color the baby will be when tt is 
born, do we? Anna, we must consider the 
baby." | rolled out of bed and dragged the 


sheets and blankets into the spare bed- 
room. Weeks passed before we returned t 
sleeping together 
Earlier, Marlon 
help for the kitchen 
position and insisted tt 
| thought a 
usually found myself the only person in the 
However, fang a 
friend, Pier Angeli, who recommended a 
woman who exuded an aura of imperious 
culinary competence, and who 
demonstrated her worth by preparing 
imaginative and appetizing meals. For a 
month she evidently attended to her job 
without incident. Then her employment 
was abruptly terminated one evening. Mar- 
lon and | had gone to a movie; and when we 
returned, about midnight, | heard the dish- 
washing machine chugging in the kitchen 
rinsing a final load of dishes with glasses 
From the maid and others, | pieced to- 
gether the story of the cook's enterprising 
ways. Whenever we went out for tt 
ning, she would lay out the best china, the 
best crystal, the best silver, and the richest 


forbade my engaging 


Then he reversed his 


vat we hire a full-time 


cook ook superfluous since | 


house at dinnertime 


indeed 


e eve 
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to our home for a quide 


present to drive ur 


Mf the Brand, 


4 tour 


residence. She greeted these tourists at 
our front door, charg ng fifty cents per per 
son. Coffee and hors d'oeuvres were avail- 
able on the dining-room table. Also ir 


cluded was a running commentary by the 
woman herself: "Marlon and his wife, Anna 
2d. This bathroom is where 


sleep in this 
Marlon 


when 


goes potty.” She was outraged 


fired her, evidently believing her 


| 
oncession to be a logical job 
decide whether to be 
annoyed by her audacity or amused by the 


sideshow 
perquisite. | couldn't 
ludicrousness of her guided tours. “Fi 
cents per person!" Marlon 
think the traffic would bear a dollar, 
A short later we received a 
phone call from Henry Fonda. Marlon an- 


said, “| should 


time tele- 


swered and heard Mr. Fonda say, “Marlor 
I'm in the process of hiring a cook here 
who's given your name as a reference 


What do you think of her? 
Grab her, Hank 
She's the greatest 
f nothing else, life with Marlon was never 
He was a lightning rod for a 
range of people and events, and in turn he 
aroused a range of responses, Ever 
among his friends, opinions oscillated from 
a pure genius’ and “the brilliant brat of the 
cinema’ to Janus-faced shamster” and 
a Balzacean character without charm 


he said into the phone 


uneventful 
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One 


hin 


actor who shared a motion picture with 
asserted that “Brando is a great actor 
he should be kept caged unti the director 
shouts, ‘Camera! Robert Mitchum, asked 


nN a talk show whether he had ever made a 


film with Marlon, rer 1 that “Brando has 
never made a film with anyone." A director 
4 one Brando picture said, "You must re 
member that Marlon all His intellectual 


pretensions, is really 
Marlon kept 16mm prints of his motior 
at home watched him 


and often 
despite 
lisrespect for his own acting. One evening 
| was running Desirée (Marlon as Super 
man/Napoleon) on the screen in our living 
Marlon and a qroup of friends were 
ISO present, watching the picture. | had 
my eyes closed, concentrating on the au- 
dio, probing the vocal nuances of J 


pictures 


self on the screen atement of 


roor 


Simmons (in the title role) and Michacl 
Rennie, an articulate actor (we became 
neighbors several years later) who had 
studied and mastered the art of elocution 
By comparison, Marlon's voice filtered 
through as a mumbling monotone. It sud. 


denly occurred to me that the sound was 
not mumbling, but an ingrained quality 
Marlon!” | said spontaneously, “you have a 
impediment. You lisp." With that 
opinion he left the room. | didn't see him for 

more than two weeks 
A natural question, as my pregnancy ad 
vanced, was whether the birth of 
ould bridge our increasing emotional gulf 
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MENAGE A TROIS 


Participating in aménage a trois can 
be as fine an art as good lovemaking 
itself. That's what Forum author Mike 
Sheeter found out in his first adventure 
with two voluptuous women, when his 
Arabian Nights fantasy turned into a 
Chinese fire drill. Sheeter stuck with it, 
though, and shares the fruits of his 
labors with Forum. 


SQUEEZE NO LONGER 


The squeeze technique is the most 
common treatment for premature 
ejaculation, but it leaves a lot to be 
desired, Pierre Beautrais offers hope 
for all those couples who have suffered 
through stop-and-go lovemaking—a 
technique that allows for 
continuous action. 


AMATEUR HOOKER 


Tracy Cabot wanted to write the book 
on hooking, so she went to Lake Tahoe 
to find out whatit’s like to score big with 

horny conventioneers, She found that 

there's more to turning a trick than a 
plunging neckline and a come-hither 
glint in the eye. 


MONEY 


More couples—married and 
unmarried—-are splitting these days, 
and the main reason isn’t sex; it’s 
money, Women are entering the work 
force in unprecedented numbers, and 
many relationships can't handle the 
change. Forum's West Coast Editor 
Helen Colton, a marriage counselor, 
offers practical solutions to 
the problem. 


SENSUOUS MASSAGE 


Not many men ever give their mates an 
erotic massage, and one reason is that 
most men just don’t know how. Forum 
International Editor Anne Hooper thinks 
that this is adamn shame; so she 
devised techniques for erotic massage 
that are guaranteed to drive a woman 
into ecstasy. 
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Marlon appeared to offer little if any con- 
cessions to my pregnancy, perhaps be- 
cause | never ballooned up into promi- 
nence. He continued his peregrine habits, 
coming home to roost unannounced for 
unpredictable interludes and departing 
with an equal lack of ceremony. 

On May 11, 1958—Mother's Day—the 
uterine contractions increased their fre- 
quency beyond the critical threshold. | 
dressed and drove myself to Cedars of 
Lebanon Hospital in Los Angeles. At 7:30 
PM, Virtually at sunset, Dr. Leon Krohn de- 
livered a boy weighing seven pounds ten 
ounces, It was an easy birth—no pain, no 
complications, just a slight push, as if | were 
overcoming constipation, and the baby 
emerged: with a mild plaint of protest 
against the outside world. He was a beauti- 
ful child, brown-eyed, tow-headed, with 
exquisitely miniature fingers and toes, and 
smooth skin—not wrinkled like the shrunk- 
en version of Winston Churchill that many 
newborn babies resemble. He was not a 
stranger to me; we had established a rela- 
tionship over the previous two months. | 
had spoken to him when | was swimming 
on my back or lying in bed in night. | had 
asked his preferences in food and drink, 
and | had admonished him whenever he 
kicked out rambunctiously. We had be- 
come intimate before he was born. 

Marlon appeared at the hospital the fol- 
lowing afternoon. | did not greet him with 
affection, | had carried my son for nine 
months without his support. | had given 
birth without his presence. “Well, Marlon, | 
hope he is the right color for you,” | 
snapped at him. He didn’t react but went to 
inspect the baby (temporarily held in a 
separate room to thwart photographers 
who were disguising themselves as doc- 
tors in attempts to locate him), When he 
returned, he sat on the bed beside me, his 
eyes filming with tears, Never before had | 
seen him so emotional. For some time we 
were silent. Then Marlon said, “He's 
wonderful —beautiful, Thank God he looks 
more like you than me.” 

The next day Marlon again came to the 
hospital, this time with a reconciliation 


speech: “From now on, I'll be a perfect 
husband ... I'll love you ... I'll love the 
baby..." | almost expected a soft-shoe 
dance while we sang, ‘And baby makes 
three...." We had not previously dis- 


cussed the name of our child. Now Marlon 
proposed “Christian” for his given name, 
after his boyfriend, Christian Marquand, 
who was designated as our son’s god- 
father. | wished to perpetuate my 
father’s name: “Devi.” We compromised by 
entering “Christian Devi" on the birth cer- 
tificate. Thereafter, Marlon invariably ad- 
dressed our son as Christian or Chris, while 
| addressed him as Devi. 

Hundreds of telegrams and baskets of 
flowers soon cluttered the haspital room. | 
saved those from personal friends and di- 
rected the others to the children's ward. It 
seemed that everyone in “show biz" 
wanted to acknowledge Marlon Brando's 
latest production. 


traumatize 


Dr. Krohn raised the question of circum- 
cision, the simple surgical procedure for 
excising the prepuce. | favor circumcision 
as beneficial to the child's hygiene and 
also because the incidence of uterine 
cancer is appreciably less in those women 
whose husbands are circumcised. Marlon, 
however, was adamantly opposed to the 
practice and was furious when he discov- 
ered the fait accompli (| had already given 
my permission to the doctor); a vehement 
quarrel ensued, “I've never been circum- 
cised,” he declaimed, “and my noble tool 
has performed its duties through thick and 
thin without fail." My impression was that 
Marion considered the loss of the foreskin 
to be a loss in priapic stature —a psycho- 
logical fear based on his own undistin- 
guished pudendum. He also objected to 
the procedure as painful for the baby, de- 
spite the doctor's assurances that a 
three-day-old infant would not be 
by a brief pain. This concern, 
apparently, did not apply to girls, for Marlon 
had expounded on the desirability of 
female circumcision (a brutality advocated 
by some African tribes), Cutting or abrad- 
ing the skin covering of the clitoris, he as- 
serted, is painless, and it creates a greater 
degree of sensitivity. Listening to Marlon’s 
dry, solemn lecture on feminine sexuality 
was like listening to a professor of ancient 
history: “And now, students, we will discuss 
the Roman emperor Clitoris the Second." 

After | came home, behind the electric 
gates of our hilltop temple, after four days 
in the hospital, we soon reverted to our 
previous footing. | concentrated on minis- 
tering to the baby, and Marlon pursued his 
role as a free-lance eccentric 

Once, when the baby was several weeks 
old, Marlon walked into our home with 
France Nuyen on his arm. Miss Nuyen was 
dressed in tight pants, silk blouse, and bo- 
lero jacket, the epitome of glamor and sen- 
suality, She was eighteen years old. | was in 
lounging pajamas, had just finished 
breast-feeding the baby, and was in the 
process of preparing my own dinner, Com- 
pared with her soignée demeanor, | proba- 
bly looked like the old woman who lived ina 
shoe. She strutted into the kitchen, sniffed 
at the curry stewing on the stove, and 
exclaimed, “Curry! You're eating curry! 
You're eating curry while nursing a baby! 
Humph!" Then she opened the refrigerator 
and took out the last mango (my favorite 
fruit, of which | usually kept a plentiful sup- 
ply). Marlon had brought her home, know- 
ing that | knew of their relationship, Some- 
how, that act, by itself, didn't seem so out- 
rageous as it did combined with Miss 
Nuyen’s tul-tutting my curry and filching 
my mango. | ran into the bedroom, crying. 
Marlon followed me in to ask what upset 
me. “I'll give you thirty seconds to get her 
out of the house,” | screamed at him. They 
left together. 

Nor did the baby's presence diminish the 
parade of house guests invited by Marlon 
to occupy the spare bedroom. One guest, 
Maureen Stapleton (later to costar with Mar- 
lon in The Fugitive Kind), was recovering 
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from a tubercular infection. Although obvi- 
ously sympathetic to any tuberculosis pa- 
tient, | couldn't countenance her proximity 
tomy baby. “You're big and fat and can take 
care of yourself,’ | told her and threw her 
out. 

Between rages and chills of studied si- 
lence, between drinking and bouts of 
seeming madness, we continued a 
semblance of rational behavior. The inter 
vals of tranquility, however, were becoming 
fewer and shorter. Marlon’s private space- 
time dimension—vanishing and 
reappearing there 
ciable degree « 


here 
precluded any appre- 


of what one might call marital 


stability, 
In June Marlon Sr, remarried. His bride 
was twenty-eight at the time, six years 


younger than his son. Senior called from 
New York to announce the marriage. | con- 
gratulated him, and then forced the phone 


on Marlon, who was dodging my efforts. 


“Hi, Pop, | hope you'll be happy," he said 
and slammed down the phone. “That god- 
damn son of a bitch," he swore at me. “Why 
the hell did you make me talk to him? | can't 


stand that man. The 


way he 
is To hell witk 

In early summer Marlon returned to his 
plan for a Western filrr 
which now ran to several hundred pages; |t 
Eyed 
iC 


treated my 
mother. And now him!" 
the screenplay for 


was eventually released as One 
Jacks (the title is a reference to man’s be 
duplicity). A 
period followed before the cameras began 
rolling in December. Meanwhile Marlon 
asked director Stanley Kubrick to remold 
the script and prepare the shooting 
schedule. Mr. Kubrick, a shy, taciturn, inse- 
cure young man, had recently completed 
Paths of Glory, which, with The Killing, 
gained him a solid reputation (Dr. Strange- 
love and A Clockwork Orange are among 
his later works). He drove up to our house 
for almost daily meetings, as did producer 
Frank Rosenberg (who owned the rights to 
material, a Charles Neider 
novel, The Authentic Death of Henry Jones, 
and who had initiated the project two years 
previous), George Glass and Walter Selzer 
(executive producers for the Pennebaker 
production), and a series of screenwriters 
(including an unknown cat lover named 
Sam Peckinpah). All participants were 
adamantly requested to remove their shoes 
in deference to the fine teakwood floor. The 
Chinese gong was again heard throughout 
the house as Marlon used it to punctuate 
his authority. 

| was tentatively assigned a role in the 
picture and thereby drew Mr. Kubrick as a 
watchdog. He followed me about for sev- 
eral days, taking notes on my actions and 
speech patterns. Only in the bathroom 
could | escape him. The shadowing, | pre- 
sume, was part of his thoroughness in 
analyzing the personalities of his actors 
Marlon, of course, found nothing odd in 
such behavior. 

To escape the gong, | took to swimming 
or lying out by the pool when the One-Eyed 
Jacks meetings were in progress. Once, 
lying parboiled under the summer sun, | 


six-month preproduction 


the sou 


was jolted by the unmistakable odor of 
horse manure wafting across the pool. In 
our front garden stood ten he 
dates for the motion picture at had 
been brought up for Marlon’s approva 
Then an entire street scene was'set up on 
the front lawn so that Marlon and Mr. Ku- 
brick could check camera angles. Mem- 
bers of the wardrobe department came up 


from the studio to hold fitting 


candi- 


nthe dining 


room the summer progressed yur 
house became more and more indistin- 
yuishable from a movie set 

Despite the hectic activities, few solid 
accomplishments were scored that sum- 


mer. Mr. Kubrick resigned from the project 
in order to direct Spa 
thony Mann). “We've been hacking at thi 
script for months,” he complained to Mar- 
on, “and | still haven't the foggiest idea 
what the story is all about.” “It’s 
$350,000 
lon, showing a rare awareness 


ng An- 


/S (replac 


we've already spent,” said Mar- 
of the tinan- 
cial pressures that had been mounting 
from Paramount Studio 

Finally, | jammed some clothes, t 
and personal papers into a few suitcases 
a taxi, tucked Devi under one arm 
ind fled the house on Mulholland Drive 
Marlon found a 
used Tampax in the 


iletrie 


called 


went into the bathroom 


wastebin, mounted it 
ona wooden plaque, nailed a frame around 
the plaque t on his bedroom 
wall 

Life without Marlon we 
days, a euphoric t 
from the oppression 


rarelied 


and hung 


for the first few 


ance—as if | had gone 
of a deep mine to the 
atmosphere of a towering 7 
tain peak 

It was difficult to believe 
his part, experienced depression, retro- 
spections, or regrets over Our separation. 
Most of his actions suggested the contrary 
But, with Marlon, at least one jarring excep- 
tion must accompany every rule. Less than 
a month atter leaving, | was home reading 
one afternoon when Jay Kanter, Marlon's 
agent, telephoned. In a panic he blurted 
out his words in spurts: "Anna, it’s awful... 
\'m here at Marlon's He's in bad shape 

He's taken some kind of pills He's 
tied his hands together |Hov 
that? | thought] ... He's out by the poo! 
[Several beats passed here while Kanter 
gulped for air]... He's about to throw him- 
self in! 

Grab him! Hold him! Don't let him do it!” 
| shouted into the phone 
there." | ran out of my house (forgetting to 
check if the nurse was guarding Devi) 
tumbled into my car, and streaked up the 
canyon road to Mulholland Drive. The gate 
was open, | slammed to a stop inside and 
galloped around a wing of the house to the 
was Marlon, teetering on the 
edge of the diving board. He was wearing 
tennis shoes and dungarees. Jay Kanter 
was also poised tugging at 


that Marlon, for 


does one dao 


ll be nght up 


pool. There 


on the board 


his arn 

All right, I'm here,” | said to Kanter and 
then turned to Marlon and shrieked, “Now 
you son of a bitch! Now, jump! | want t 


watch you drown!" O+—-~— 
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Rose: Well, | didn't wind up with too much 
less than that. But if | was just looking for 
money —yeah, | would've taken that offer. 
And if I'd already been a millionaire, | 
would've signed with Pittsburgh. John Gal- 
breath, who owns the Pirates, offered me 
something that took him sixty years to de- 
velop. He's worked his whole life develop- 
ing Darby Dan Farms, the premier thor- 
oughbred racing stable in the world. It's 
something money alone can't buy into 

You cant buy studs like Graustark, Little 
Current, Roberto, or His Majesty, because 
they're not for sale. And when these Triple 
Crown winners are syndicated, there's 
twenty people there before you. A guy 
could be a billionaire, but the multi-mil- 
lionaires who devote so much time develop- 
ing the best bloodlines in horse racing 
arent going to let him in. It's an elite com- 
pany, and Mr. Galbreath was going tolet me 
join it. He was going to give me brood 
mares and let me breed them with two of 
the best four studs in the world; he'd raise 
the horses for me, and after several years 
I'd have my own racing stable. 

It was hard to figure out what that was 
worth, because you might come up with a 
Triple Crown winner, which would be worth 
many millions of dollars, or you could come 
up with bad legs. But Mr Galbreath even 


offered to buy the horses back at a certain 
price if, at the end of so many years, | didn’t 
like them 

On top of that, the Pirates would have 
paid me a salary of more than $400,000 a 
year. 
Penthouse: Did you get any other offers 
that might be classified as exorbitant? 
Rose: Yeah, and really, the hardest thing 
was eliminating teams | didn't want to play 
for, because the owners themselves 
couldn't have been nicer. 

| finally narrowed it down to five teams 
Atlanta, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, Kansas City, 
and Philadelphia. August Busch, who 
owns the Cardinals, was going to give me a 
big salary and some money for working 
with Anheuser-Busch, and he said he'd re- 
ally help me try to get a beer distributorship 
in four or five years, although we wouldnt 
have put that in the contract 

And | was very impressed by Ewing 
Kauffman, who owns the Kansas City Roy- 
als. If the Royals had been in the National 
League, | probably would've signed with 
them and turning him down was the tough- 
est decision of my life. The Royals are 
supertough, and they're very similar to the 
Phillies: great fan support and a great ball 
club, which has won three divisional titles in 
a row without making it into the World 
Series. Mr. Kauffman offered me a great 
deal 
Penthouse: How much? 
Rose: Seven figures, counting the things 


he threw in besides the actual salary. He 
wanted me to sign a four-year contract, with 
options for one or two more years. | was 
really amazed that a guy would guarantee 
me that kind of money. knowing that. by 
then, I'd be forty-two years old. But he had 
an angle that he pursued. He said, “Pete. | 
think you have a chance fo beat Ty Cobb's 
record of 4.191 career hits —and | want you 
to do itina Kansas City unitorm. | cant tell 
you how good that made me feel, because | 
was used to hearing Dick Wagner of the 
Reds tell me, “You're killing me. Baseball 
salaries are going to kill this sport.” Well, if 
Dick Wagner's right, all the experts and 
owners I've talked to in the American and 
National League are wrong. 

Penthouse: Are they? 

Rose: With the salaries | had offered to 
me and several other teams. like the 
Dodgers and the Mets, stayed in until the 
very end —! know there's no way baseball 
is in any danger. | disagree with the people 
who Say that the free-agent draft will ruin 
the sport. I'll tell you exactly what the tree- 
agent draft does: it gives a guy like me, who 
busted his ass for one team for sixteen 
years, an option to exercise. Instead of hav- 
ing to beg the Reds for the contract they 
wanted to offer me. | could go elsewhere 
and see what my worth was 

Penthouse: \|he Phillies evidently tigured 
you were worth $800,000. Why did you sign 
with them for less money than you could ve 
gotten elsewhere? 
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Rose: Because | have close friends on the 
team, like Larry Bowa and Greg Luzinski, 
and | think that with me, the Phillies will play 
in the World Series this year. But | almost 
didn't sign with them. In November | went 
on a month-long tour of Japan with the 
Reds; and when | got back, | had a prob- 
lem. Baseball's winter meetings were 
scheduled to start the following week, and | 
felt an obligation to all the owners to sign 
with a team before then: the team that got 
me might want to make some trades, and 
that would also hold true for the teams that 
had been trying to get me. | just didn't want 
to hang everyone up. 

Well, Philadelphia's first offer was $2.1 
million for three years, But after we heard 
what the other teams were offering, my al- 
torney, Reuven Katz, told the Phillies what 
the ballpark figure was, and they withdrew 
from the negotiations. That was on a Thurs- 
day, and on Sunday Reuven told me 
that the Phillies might get back in it and 
might offer me what | finally signed for. He 
said, “If | can get the Phillies to offer you 
that, will you take it? Because if | call them 
back, and they say they'll give it to you, you 
can't say no." | said yes, because Phila- 
delphia is where | wanted to play all along. 
And you want to know something else? | 
paid tor my contract before | ever put on a 
Phillies uniform 
Penthouse: |n what way? 

Rose: The reason the Phillies got back into 
the bidding is that they went to WPHL, the 


station that televises their games, and 
asked if WPHL would guarantee the team 
another $600,000 a year for television 
rights if the Phillies could sign me. The sta- 
tion agreed to do that for three years. Plus, 
the Phillies have sold close to 4,000 more 
season tickets, and | think they believed 
their attendance would drop off, because 
people in Philadelphia were saying, “Hell, 
the Phillies will win the Eastern Division and 
then blow it again in the play-offs.” Well, 
when you have another 4,000 people com- 
ing to eighty-one home games, at an aver- 
age of four dollars apiece, it works out to 
almost $1.5 million in new business. So in- 
stead of losing attendance, they're gaining 
all that. | haven't cost them a penny. 
Penthouse: You've been criticized for not 
showing any loyalty to the Cincinnati Reds. 
Do such charges trouble you? 

Rose: No, because that’s bullshit. Loyal- 
ty's fine, but loyalty's a two-way street. | 
don't think the Reds showed Sparky An- 
derson any loyalty when they fired him. And 
| don't think the Reds showed Tony Perez 
any loyalty when they told him, “Well, you're 
getting up in years now, and if you're going 
to play for us, it'll just be every other day.” 
Tony wound up getting a much better con- 
tract with Montreal, where he's been play- 
ing every day. The Reds sure as hell didn't 
show me any loyalty, Was | really supposed 
to stay in Cincinnati and play baseball for 
what the Reds wanted to pay me, when 
could make twice as much—or two and a 
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half times as much—in other places? That 
makes me money-hungry? Whatever hap- 
pened to free enterprise? 

Penthouse: Judging from your contract, 
it's obviously alive and well—at least in 
Philadelphia. Aside from improved ticket 
sales, what do you think your presence on 
the team will mean to the Phillies? 

Rose: | hope! can add that little dimension 
they need to develop the spirit to carry 
them past the play-offs and into the World 
Series. | think I'm real good for morale and 
spirit and things like that, because | work 
hard, | play the game hard, and! don’t need 
to be pampered. Plus, I've been told there's 
a possibility | can wake up a couple of guys 
on the team who are really superplayers. 
Penthouse: Who are you going to wake 
up? 

Rose: Well, some people think | might just 
make Mike Schmidt the tremendous 
ballplayer he should be. Mike is off and on, 
and last year the fans booed him, and it 
bothered him. This year, when he goes 
around the league with me and sees the 
way fans boo me and the way | respond to 
it, it might help him. !'m booed more than 
any other player in baseball, including 
Reggie Jackson. I've had to be taken off 
three baseball fields because of garbage 
that was thrown at me. But | don’t let that 
stuff bother me. 

Penthouse: A lot of baseball observers 
feel that the Phillies simply choke whenever 
they get to the play-offs, Do you agree? 
Rose: No, | just think the Phils have lacked 
the right leadership to get through a play- 
off. They've never had the experience of 
winning one and then playing in a World 
Series. | have. 

Penthouse: |s that really important? 
Rose: Itis, but you don’t know it until after it 
happens. | was in two losing World Series 
before | knew the difference between just 
getting there and winning the thing. You 
really have to forget about all the pressure 
and say to yourself, “Hey, this is what | 
started out for in spring training. This is 
being on national television for seven days 
I'm just going to have fun and win this World 
Series." And that takes the load off. 

If you want to know the truth, the pressure 
isn't in the Series; it's in the play-offs. You 
play a whole season, 162 games, and then 
you play a three-out-of-five series for the 
right to go to the World Series. The play-offs 
can be tough, because your team’s pitch- 
ing rotation will usually be out of whack if 
you've been in a tight pennant race, But 
that’s baseball, and we all know it and live 
with it. 

Penthouse: And worry about it? 

Rose: / don't. | really think that the less you 
worry, the better off you are—and the better 
you'll play. My philosophy is just to go out 
there and put in my two and a half hours 
every day and have fun doing it. Baseball 
isn’t work. If it becomes work, then get the 
hell out of it. And be nice to the players 
you're competing against, but once the 
game starts, bust your ass and try to beat 
the hell out of them. 

Some of my best friends are on other 


teams, but if they're covering second base 
and Im coming in there, they know I'm 
gonna try to knock them on their ass. But | 
never do it dirty, and | never try to hurt 
another player. We all have families and 
bills to pay; so | don't believe in playing 
dirty. But | believe in playing rough. | play 
baseball like a football player would play it, 
but with more ability. I'm not timid, and | 
don't worry about getting hurt, because if it 
happens, it just happens; so why worry 
about it? 

You can't worry about so many damn 
things, because in baseball one of the se- 
crets of success is having a clear mind. 
That's one reason why | left home last 
summer. | was separated from my wite for 
four months, and it was my fault, but in- 
stead of arguing and not getting along | just 
realized | couldn't play baseball feeling like 
that; so | moved out till the season was over, 
and then! came back. In that situation, | put 
baseball ahead of everything. | mean, I'd 
seen a lot of players who weren't getting 
along at home, and it would affect how they 
played. A manager also sees that, and if 
the manager knows the player is having 
problems at home, he might call the guy in 
and try to iron out the problems. 
Penthouse: Did Sparky Anderson, your 
manager at Cincinnati, help iron out your 
domestic problems? 

Rose: Yes, he did. One reason why | really 
fespect and love Sparky Anderson is be- 
cause, when | had a personal problem, | 
could go to him and he would try to set it 
straight. When | had my family problem, 
Sparky called me in and he called my wife 
in, and he could understand the thing. He 
knows that | have some weaknesses, I’m 
not superhuman, and |'m not the only guy in 
the world who's ever had marital problems. 
He helped me a lot. 

Penthouse: Anderson has described you 
as the last of a dying breed of ballplayer. Do 
you consider yourself a throwback to 
players of fifty years ago? 

Rose: Yeah, | think | play like oldtime 
ballplayers did, By that, | mean that | play 
hard every day. | play hard when | have a 
cold, when | have a sore ankle, and when | 
have a sore arm. There are some players 
who get a headache and don't want to play 
for a week. In sixteen years I've missed a 
total of seventy-nine games. But people 
usually compare me to oldtime ballplayers 
because |'m ruthless out there, and I'm al- 
ways sliding headfirst. 

Penthouse: |s there any method in that 
particular madness? 

Rose: Oh, there's no madness in sliding 
headfirst. That's the correct way to slide, 
because it's faster than sliding into a base 
feet-first. Second, it gives you tactical ad- 
vantages as a baserunner. For instance, 
how many times have you seen a guy slide 
into second, the throw goes into center 
field, and he's still on his back, looking up at 
the sky? When | slide headfirst into second, 
if the ball squirts away, my peripheral vision 
will pick it up. 

Another thing: | never get spiked on my 
fingers. | can get spiked anywhere on my 


arms, and | can play with that kind of injury. 
But in a feet-first slide, a guy can come 
down on your knee or your ankle. and it's a 
lot harder to overcome a knee or ankle in- 
jury than \t is to play with bumps and 
bruises on your shoulders and arms. But! 
wouldn't recommend sliding headfirst into 
home, because a lot of times. when you go 
into home plate. you have to try to Knock the 
catcher for a loop. 

As | said. | play the game hard. but it's 

something | did for nothing as a kid, and 
now | make nearly a million bucks a year 
doing it 
Penthouse: But you're not a kid any longer. 
By the time your contract expires, you'll be 
more than forty-one years old. Do you really 
expect to play at your current level until 
then? 
Rose: | don't know, but ’m not worried 
about what's going to happen when I'm 
forty or forty-one. Hell, | might never even 
make it to forty-one. | just worry about 
what's going to happen today, and | have to 
take advantage of what | can do now. You 
know, when Sparky Anderson first began 
managing the Reds, he told me that if | took 
care of myself, when the normal time came 
for me to retire I'd be able to play three or 
four extra years. So | didn't just start taking 
care of myself a few years ago; I've been 
doing this no smoking, no drinking shit 
since | was twenty-eight or twenty-nine 
years old. 

Don't get me wrong, though. I'm not a 
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prude, and | don't dislike people who drink 
or smoke. | just feel that in my situation, if | 
can play four years extra. they're worth over 
$3 million to me. Meanwhile, I've seen guys 
who had to quit when they were thirty, and 
I've seen guys playing when they're forty. 
Gaylord Perry is forty-one. and he just won 
the Cy Young Award as the best pitcher in 
the National League. If he can do it, why 
cant |? 

Penthouse: You're nota pitcher. Pete. How 
many infielders can you name who were 
starters at age thirty-eight? 

Rose: None, but when you have as much 
bubbling enthusiasm as | do, and when 
you work as hard as | do throughout the 
year, you stay in shape. And that's another 
secret to playing well: staying in shape 
Penthouse: Regardless of how much ef- 
fort you put forth. however. there are some 
things that just don't come as easily when 
you're thirty-eight as when you were twen- 
ty-two. For instance, any number of excel- 
lent but aging hitters have talked about not 
seeing the ball as well as they dic early in 
their careers 

Rose: | don’t know about that. | thought 
people's eyes start going when they're fifty 
or sixty years old. Hell, I’m thirty-eight. | 
can't worry about my fuckin’ eyes. If my 
eyes go, I'll get glasses 

Penthouse: Nothing in baseball yas got- 
ten more difficult for you? 

Rose: The only thing | can think of is that | 
now have to watch myself the night before a 
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doubleheader. | probably should skip play- 
ing second games of doubleheaders. But it 
seems that after every doubleheader, 
you've got the next day off—and | know that 
some of my best games have been the 
second games of doubleheaders. That's 
always in the back of my mind. 
Penthouse: |n recent years, have you felt 
yourself wearing down as the season wears 
on? 

Rose: Well, in ‘77 | got forty-six hits in Sep- 
tember, and last season, in July and Au- 
gust, | got hits in forty-four games in a row. 
Does that sound like a guy who's getting 
old? 

Penthouse: Obviously not. What did that 
hitting streak mean to you? 

Rose: I'd say that of all the awards I've 
won, of everything I’ve done in baseball, 
nothing ever created the kind of excitement 
that streak did. It brought my entire career 
to a head, and it’s still amazing to me the 
way people followed the whole thing. Since 
then, it seems like everybody knows me 
everywhere. The exposure was really in- 
credible. During the last weekend of the 
streak, | was on national television every 
time | came to bat. 

If you want to know what kind of interest 
there was, listen to this; the night it ended, a 
friend of mine went to the Sarasota Kennel 
Club, and toward the end of the evening the 
public address announcer said, “Ladies 
and gentlemen, we have some good news 
and some bad news. The good news is that 
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we'll have a matinee tomorrow and night 
races as usual. The bad news is that Pete 
Rose's hitting streak was stopped at forty- 
four games in Atlanta tonight.” Now that 
was at a dog track in Florida, where there 
was a crowd of maybe 7,000 people. 
Penthouse: Was there any point during the 
streak when the pressure and publicity be- 
came oppressive? 

Rose: No, | enjoyed the whole thing. A lot 
of people didn't pick up on it until | reached 
thirty-one games, which is what Willie 
Davis had done twelve years or so ago. 
That's when the national coverage really 
began, and that's also when | started think- 
ing about breaking Tommy Holmes’s Na- 
tional League record, Not that it made me 
nervous or anything, but once | got within 
striking distance of Holmes’s record — 
thirty-seven games —it was always on my 
mind, By then, | was being followed around 
the country. 

During the weekend series in Montreal, | 
hit safely in my thirty-fourth, thirty-fifth, and 
thirty-sixth straight games, and then we 
went to New York, where Tommy Holmes 
works. | tied his record the first night we 
played the Mets, and | also got hits the next 
two nights —and the fans in Shea Stadium 
were really terrific. 

The reason | had so much fun was that 
every game on the road turned into a home 
game. | mean. it was hard not to get a hit 
with 40,000 Mets fans cheering and rooting 
for me | wanted to make those people 
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happy. And then it was back to Cincinnati. 
where | got hits in games forty, forty-one, 
and forty-two, and after that | went to At- 
lanta and made it forty-three and forty-four. 
Penthouse: At that point, were you thinking 
about overtaking Joe Dimaggio’s major 
league record —hitting safely in fifty-six 
consecutive games? 

Rose: Oh yeah. | thought | had a shot at it 
And | really had the fans on my side. San 
Diego had already sold more than 30,000 
tickets for game number fifty-six. if | went 
that far. But | didn't. | was stopped in Atlanta 
after forty-four games 

Penthouse; At the conclusion of the game 
in which your streak was stopped, you were 
very angry with Atlanta pitcher Gene 
Garber, who struck you out to end the 
game. What did he do that annoyed you 
so? 

Rose: | just thought the guy would chal- 
lenge me, and he didn't. If | hadn't swung 
that bat, he'd have walked me. Now what 
the hell do | want to end a hitting streak with 
awalk for? | didn't want to wa/k, Garber had 
me in his hip pocket: two outs, top of the 
ninth, and we were losing 16-4. | thought he 
would come at me more instead of nibbling 
around and trying to wa/k me. 

Garber is not a nibbler; he’s one of the 
better relief pitchers in the National 
League, The time before that. |'d hit a rope 
off him right to the third baseman, a line 
drive that almost tore the guy's head off 
And earlier in the game, I'd hit a line drive 
right back at the first pitcher. a kid named 
McWilliams, and | still don’t know how he 
Caught it. | was just very disappointed. be- 
cause | was swinging the bal real good that 
night. But that’s baseball. You'll hear that 
line about baseball being a game of 
inches, and | proved it that night by hitting 
two line drives for outs. All you can do is hit 
the ball —you can't guide it. 

Penthouse: |s hitting the most pleasurable 
part of baseball for you? 

Rose: Sometimes. but then sometimes 
there's nothing better than making a good 
defensive play. Its a// fun, whatever I'm 
doing at the time, I've noticed that we all 
have a tendency to do what comes easy to 
us, The guys who can really hit are always 
around the batting cage. and the guys who 
can field are always taking ground balls 
My philosophy is that there are two basic 
aspects of baseball, defense and offense 
and | try to work equally hard on both. 
Penthouse: Which of the two comes easier 
to you? 

Rose: Hitting. which is why | work so hard 
on my fielding. People don t realize this, but 
hell, after | was thirty-four and moved from 
the outfield to third base. | became the 
leagues best-fielding third baseman 
percentage-wise. the first two years | 
played there. | also don't think people 
realize that for 1.000 or more games played 
| hold the major league fielding record for 
an outfielder. | played a couple of years ina 
row without making an error in the 
outfield —and I'm not a guy who goes out 
there and stands around, | play aggres 
sively. | take a /ot of pride in my defense 
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which is why | bet I've taken more ground 
balls in practice during the last three years 
than any two third basemen you could 
name. | don't think anybody in baseball 
works harder than | do, but that's because | 
have to: | came up short on God-given abil- 
ity. 

Penthouse: What can't you do? 

Rose: Baseball scouts look for three 
things: good speed, a strong arm, and 
power. Well, I'm a good base runner, but | 
don't really have speed, and | don't have a 
strong arm. | can hit with power, but I'm not 
a home run hitter, even though | have 150 
home runs. The only thing nobody's ever 
said | can't do is hit. 

Penthouse: We've heard there have been 
times you've taken so much batting prac- 
tice that your hands began bleeding. Is that 
true? 

Rose: | guess it is, but it ain't really my 
hands bleeding; it's my blisters bleeding 
See, the hardest thing to do in spring train- 
ing is to get the blisters and calluses on 
your hands toughened up without missing 
batting practice. If | go to spring training 
and take an hour of batting practice the first 
day, the blisters on my right hand will bleed; 
| wear a batting glove on my left hand. You 
know something? | can't remember ever 
missing a day of batting practice in my 
career, 

Penthouse: What does a workout in the 
cage do for you? 

Rose: Batting practice gives you timing 


[ 


“Impostor Number One, 
when did you first realize that you were a lesbian nymphomaniac?" 


and confidence. I'm very strict about my 
batting practice, because | usually hit in a 
game the same way | hit in practice. That's 
why | always bear down in batting practice, 
and | can usually tell if I'm going into a 
slump by the flight of the ball. You know, you 
can go into a slump or come out of one ina 
single at-bat. But unless you have a physi- 
cal problem —like a bad wrist or a hand that 
stops you from swinging normally —slumps 
will be 75 percent mental. 

Penthouse: Are there any special or sure- 
fire techniques you've developed to avoida 
slump? 

Rose: | clean my bat before the first time | 
go up to the plate. You can't hit the ball 
without making a mark on the bat; so | can 
see if |’m doing anything wrong by where 
the ball makes contact with my bat. 
Penthouse: What does that bruise on the 
bat tell you? 

Rose: Well, last season, when | got a hit in 
my thirty-eighth game in a row, Craig Swan 
was pitching for the Mets, and | fouled off 
the first pitch that | swung at. | stepped out 
of the batter's box and looked at my bat: I'd 
hit the ball on the opposite side of the 
trademark, which meant |'d swung late. | 
thought to myself, “Damn, he's throwing 
harder than | thought." So | choked up on 
the bat, stood a little closer to the plate — 
and on Swan's next pitch | hit a seed to left 
field to break the National League record. 
Penthouse: Do most major leaguers make 
those kinds of adjustments? 
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Rose: A lot of hitters are hardheaded. 
You'll see a right-handed hitter smacking 
everything to the second baseman be- 
cause he’s using a bat that’s too heavy for 
him —but because he feels strong. he 
won't pick up a lighter bat. | don't change 
bats myself, but | make my bat lighter or 
heavier by choking up or not choking up 
There's a lot more to hitting a baseball than 
just going up and swinging at it. | mean. 
you have to hit the ball with the cock of the 
bat —the meat of the bat, which is probably 
all of about four inches long —and you al- 
ways have to have total control of the bat to 
get it in front of a pitch 

I'm into all that shit, but! don’t overthink it 
I'm really not worried about 15.000 things 
when | getup to hit. | may know about them. 
but when I'm in the batter's box. | just think 
about seeing the ball and hitting it. And like 
| said before, I'm not having trouble seeing 
the ball or hitting it 
Penthouse: Unless you become the base- 
ball equivalent of Bernard Baruch, you've 
signed your last major league contract 
What do you want to accomplish in your final 
four seasons? 
Rose: Well, goals keep me going, and | 
think at my age | need goals to keep me 
going. And | have one very big goal in 
mind: 3,630 hits. Thats Stan Musial's all- 
time National League career record. and 
lve got four years to catch him. I'm starting 
this season with 3,164 hits, 466 hits away. | 
should be able to get them in four years, If | 
don't, a lot of people in Philadelphia are 
gonna hate me. 
Penthouse: When Musial retired, St. Louis 
put up a statue of him in front of the Cardi- 
nals’ stadium. Do you think that might be in 
store for you. in Cincinnati? 
Rose: | used to think about that. about hav- 
ing a statue down at Riverfront Stadium, 
but | might have messed that up by playing 
out my option. If it ever does happen. 
though, it'll bring tears to my eyes 
Penthouse: Are we wrong in thinking 
there’s a part of you that is still very sad 
about leaving the Reds? 
Rose: If the people who wanted me to stay 
with the Reds —the fans. the other players 
alot of front office people —had anything to 
say about it. I'd still be in Cincinnati. But it 
just so happens that the man who runs the 
Reds’ show is the one guy who didnt want 
me there. And because of the way he han- 
died the situation. | have no regrets about 
leaving. | really think that the thought of 
proving that the Cincinnati Reds were 
wrong to let me go will inspire me to play 
well in Philadelphia. | may be more inspired 
by what I'm leaving than by what I'm going 
to —and|m going toa helluva lot. |'’m going 
to a team that | think can win the World 
Series this year 
Penthouse: Will you still have that Cincinnati 
statue in the back of your mind? 
Rose: Oh yeah, but that kind of thing 
doesn't usually come until after you're in the 
Hall of Fame. And I'll make the Hall of Fame 
| mean, if | keep going like | have been, tf | 
dont make the Hall of Fame. there shouldnt 
be a Hall of Fame. Ot 


WHY OUR OIL 
SHOULD BE STANDARD 


EQUIPMENT 
ON ALL SMALLER CARS. 


Smaller cars demand 
even more of a motor oil 


Castrol the strength it 
needs to keep cleaning and 


than big cars do. Their 4 


lubricating the narrow 


and 6 cylinder engines run 
at considerably higher 
revs throughout their 
entire performance range. 
So there’s more heat and 
friction in the engine. 


passages in smaller 
engines. (And if Castrol 
can do all this for smaller 
engines, imagine what it 
can do for bigger, less 
demanding ones.) 


All this can cause 
extra wear, tear, and ‘shear’ 
(thinning out of the oil)— 
what engineers refer to as 
“viscosity breakdown.’ As 
the viscosity of the oil breaks down it 
loses more and more of its ability to pro- 
tect a smaller car’s engine from its own 
self-destructive tendencies. 

That’s why Castrol is so essential for 
smaller cars. 

Unlike ordinary oils Castrol doesn’t 
break down. After an incredible expendi- 
ture of time and money Castrol engineers 
developed a unique motor oil formulation 
using a special vis- 
cosity modifier that 
prevents Castrol from 
thinning out under 
intense heats and 
pressures. 

Then they added 
additives and detergents | 
that keep sludge from 
forming as the oil cools 
down. Additives that give 


‘To prove that Castrol is better suited 
for smaller, hotter, higher-revving engines 
we tested Castrol against Quaker State 
and Pennzoil. As the graph above plainly 
shows, only Castrol didn’t break down. 
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To prove how good our 
oil really is, we tested 
Castrol against the two 
leading brands: Quaker 
State and Pennzoil. 

The test was conducted in a labora- 
tory by an independent testing firm. Each 
one of the oils was an SAE 10W-40. 

After the equivalent of roughly 2,000 miles 
they found that while Quaker State and 
Pennzoil had both shown significant 
breakdown, Castrol hadn’t broken down 
at all. 

So while there are lots of oils to 
choose from, only one should be standard 

equipment on smaller 
cars. Castrol —the oil 
that doesn’t break down. 

After all, if your 
motor oil breaks down, 
who knows what could 
break down next? 


Castrol 


THE OIL ENGINEERED FOR 
SMALLER CARS, 
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Photograph by Eric Meola. Car courtesy Vintage Car Store, 93 South; Broadway. Nyack, NY 10960 


With some easy, do-it-yourself 
preventive maintenance, your car can mature 
into graceful old age. 


LOVE CONQUERS RUST 


BY WADE HOYT 


ay, in Gase you haven't noticed, is Car Care Month. 
Pil The car pictured here is a 1936 Packard convertible 

coupé with rumble seat, Model 1401—a magnifi- 
cent piece of machinery that is, if possible, in better shape 
today than it was when it left Detroit forty-three years ago. 
Granted, they're not building cars like 36 Packards anymore, 
but there’s no good reason why your car can't last up to twenty 
years, if you take the time to care for it properly. 

Car care used to be a simple matter of finding a good 
mechanic and letting him do all the work. Because the car had 
to be greased every 2,000 miles, it was up on alift every other 
month, and your good mechanic could walk around under- 
neath, checking everything out. But those days are gone 
forever. In the 1950s, when cars were a lot simpler, there was 
one mechanic for every seventy-five vehicles on the road 
Today there are 225 very complex vehicles per mechanic, and 
the National Institute for Automotive Service Excellence 
Claims that half of the mechanics are incompetent 

Finding a good mechanic is harder than finding a good 
doctor. The only way to keep a car properly maintained is todo 
the easy jobs yourself. 


If the heart of a car is its engine, then its lifeblood is motor oil 
The owner's manuals in new cars tell you to change the oil 
every 7,500 miles and the filter every 15,000. People who get 
their cars to last a long time say that's too long—they change 
the oil every 3,000 to 4,000 miles, or every three months, 
whichever comes first. And they always change the oil filter at 
the same time, because it contains a quart of dirty oil 

Changing oil is so simple that half of all car owners do it 
themselves. It consists of jacking up the car, propping it up 
with safety stands (lest the jack collapse while you're under 
the car), and then using a wrench to remove the oil drain plug 
from the bottom of the engine. Let the oil drain into a two- 
gallon pan (foil roasting pans are fine) while you look for the oil 
filter. It's generally the cleanest thing under the hood—a gaily 
painted quart- or pint-sized can that screws into the side of 
the engine, nearer the bottom than the top. Use a two-dollar oil 
filter wrench to remove it, toss it out, and screw on a new one. 
Add three to five quarts of new oil (whichever your owner's 
manual says), and the job is complete 

The best grades of oil currently available are SE (for 
gasoline engines) and CD (for diesels). Don't use anything 
else. These oils have modern chemical additives to trap the 
corrosive by-products that escape from the cylinders of an 
engine—and would quickly clog it up if the additives didn't 
hold such contaminants in suspension. When you change the 
oil and filter, you remove the corrosive by-products. 

Oil viscosity is another rating on the can, but it indicates 
only the thickness of the oil, not its quality, The higher the 


number, the thicker the oil. A “W" indicates oil thickness at 
O° F. No "W" indicates thickness at 210° F. You need an oil thin 
enough to move around on cold mornings but thick enough to 
still do the job in hot summer driving. The best all-seasan oil 
you can buy is one marked 10W-50, SE. Only in the coldest 
areas will you need a 5W-30 oil in winter. (I'm personally ‘ond 
of Castrol GTX IOW-50. I've used it for years and have found 
that it can stop even an old clunker from burning oil.) 

Synthetic oils are the latest rage. They flow at lower terrper- 
atures than conventional oils, protect at higher temperatures, 
and cut fuel consumption by up to 5 percent because they are 
easier for the engine to push around. They also cost three to 
five times as much as regular oil. The market is flooded with 
synthetic oils from unheard-of companies that make all sorts 
of fantastic claims, such as 50,000-mile oil change intervals. 
Suffice it to say that a longer-than-prescribed oil change 
interval will void your new car engine warranty. The only syn- 
thetic I'd trust is Mobil 1, both because it comes fram a 
company that wants to be in business next year and because 
Mobil makes no unreasonable longevity claims 

Oil additives, such as STP Oil Treatment, are mainly chemi- 
cal packages that you put into the oil yourself, They can 
enhance the protection of low-cost, poorer-quality oils, stop oil 
burning in worn-out engines, and prevent wear in new engines 
used for hot, high-speed driving or trailer towing, Many of the 
STP additives are presumably in STP’s 10W-50 SE moter oil, 
which claims to last 15,000 miles or twelve months between 
changes when used in "normal driving.” CAM 2 is a premium 
oil from Sunmark Industries that, like Castrol and STP, has 
been tested extensively on the race track 

Other additives go in your gas tank. Some clean the car- 
buretor, intake valves, combustion chambers, and certain 
pollution-control apparatuses. Others, such as gas line de- 
icers, prevent (or cure) stalling caused when condensation in 
the gasoline treezes up inside the fuel lines or carburetor in 
the winter, 


The engine tuneup is a ritual traditionally performed in the 
spring, although it makes more sense to do it in the fall. Cold 
weather can cut battery power in half, and you need a healthy 
electrical system to compensate for the loss. A new car 
tuneup has four simple steps: replace the spark plugs, air 
filter, and gas line filter; then check the ignition timing with a 
device called a timing light. On older cars without electronic 
ignition, you must also replace and adjust the breaker points 
and condenser inside the distributor. 

Another mechanical chore that is relatively easy to perform 
is replacing worn-out shock absorbers (unless you have a car 
with MacPherson strut suspension, in which case the spring 
and half the suspension’ must be removed to get al the 
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They started with a very long song that 
Billy kept cutting down, called “Italian Res- 
taurant.” They went into the studio with Bil- 
ly's band. “The band was nervous at first,” 
Billy says. “But Phil loved what they did. It 
brought out all this inspiration." The ses- 
sions began with two completed songs, 
and after five weeks in the studio they 
ended with a complete album, The 
Stranger. “| didn't start out with a concept of 
an album called The Stranger,” Billy says. 
“It wasn't planned. We didn't know it was 
going to be a big commercial hit. It just all 
came together very quickly... It was 
scary.” 

Billy Joel was a fighter, and he came up 
with the big combination when it counted, 
for without The Stranger's success it would 
be hard to tell how long it would have taken 
him to climb out of the hole he was seem- 
ingly digging for himself. But now, at Boston 
Garden, there is the feeling that this is the 
brink: itis all finally coming together, and all 
thatis left is that the world notice. A sense of 
nervousness and intimacy pervades this 
early concert. Billy's stage show is stun- 
ning. The formidable sound problems have 
been conquered, the lighting is precise 
and dramatic, and together with the 
shrewdly powerful staging of ramps and 
platforms, it excites and maintains the 
momentum of the crowd. For the first time in 
his career, Billy is getting up from the piano 
and moving around the stage, acting out 
songs and doing a sideways jump-and- 
shuffle, finally dancing across the 
amplifiers like an electrified James Cagney 
in Yankee Doodle Dandy, 1978. 

They bring him back for four encores; he 
has played for three continuous hours. The 
evening ends with “Souvenirs” (“Every 
year's a souvenir/That slowly fades away”) 
and Billy's now-traditional parting words: 
“Goodnight, Boston: Don't take any shit 
from anybody.” The closing phrase comes 
from a concert a few years before when 
security guards were restraining kids who 
wanted to move to the front, mostly by beat- 
ing them senseless. Billy stopped the show. 
“| really got pissed off at the guards be- 
cause the kids who paid for the tickets were 
paying their salaries, and they were treat- 
ing them like garbage." Things cooled off, 
but Billy exited with that phrase for the first 
time. “| said, ‘Don't take any shit from 
anybody'—| don’t believe in turning the 
other cheek. If somebody punches you, | 
believe in punching him back." 

An hour later Billy was in his Boston 
hotel's bar, drinking double Chivas and 
clowning with his band. Some tour person- 
nel were still discussing in awestruck tones 
the T-shirt that had been thrown onto Billy's 
piano by several young women. The first 
concern was that Billy's drink had spilled 
on the keys; later somebody finally looked 
at the printing on the shirt; “We'll give you 
head till you're dead.” 

In the midst of semisentimental toasts for 
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the lighting designer who was celebrating 
his fourth year with Joel's shows, Billy 
looked over at an adjacent table, where 
another tour member was quietly talking 
with a girl. Billy greeted him by name, 
which conferred a little status, before add- 
ing casually, "Still taking your antibiotics? 
By the way, your wife called,” He paused. 
“It's your daughter's birthday ... | had to 
wish her happy birthday for you.” Another 
pause, “She's four." His timing was perfect; 
he and drummer-compatriot Liberty De- 
Vitto, possessed of a wit almost as fasl as 
his drumsticks, are big comedy fans. 

This is Billy Joel's nocturnal existence: 
when he performs, whemhe gets to act out 
acting up... his public time, when he is the 
focus, the showman. It's how he lives—in 
halls and hotels, on planes and paper- 
backs, with an enormous expenditure of 
energy for three hours surrounded by blank 
movement and space—for eight to nine 
months of the year. His off-the-road life is a 
direct contrast, involving solitude and. mar 
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“The point of 
my song ‘Only the Good 
Die Young’ isn’t 
Catholicism,” Billy said. 
“The point is lust.” 
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ried life; he is not often the focus or the 
performer—much of the time he can just 
listen. 

“| am a very good listener,” he says. 
“People say the most profound things— 
they just throw them away; they don't even 
know they're saying them. | don't mean 
people at Studio 54—1 don't go to that 
place. |'m talking about just commonplace 
situations—bars, regular parties. Seeing 
somebody else's passion secondhand is 
something to write about. A lot of the ideas | 
get for songs are just from what other 
people say.” 

Joel’s compositions aren't really in the 
rock mainstream of the moment. He pours 
jazz, soul, classical, and Broadway influ- 
ences into efficient rock. Most consistent 
and individual are his songs of anger and 
independence—'Angry Young Man,” 
“James,” “Anthony's Song,” "My Life,” and 
so on. His portraits and love songs are also 
unique, in that they involve role playing and 
observing the permutations of love and 
identity. He is especially different from 
those composers who limit themselves to 
songs of pain over love lost or songs of joy 
for love discovered; Joel is more objective, 
more concerned with character, and he 


gets further into the complexities of rela- 
tionships between hello and good-bye. 

Joel's song smithing is most reminiscent 
of the heroes he acknowledges as his 
greatest influences: The Beatles, especial- 
ly Paul McCartney. “I'm a student of Beatle 
albums," he says. "It goes back to that. | 
hate sameness, and | admire efficiency. All 
those Beatle songs—every one of them 
was different, and they were all good." The 
McCartney sound is evident on his biggest 
hit single so far, “My Life,” but the attitude 
goes deeper, Like McCartney, who 
blended music hall melody and the im- 
ported rock beat and everything else he 
could hear, Joel puts a lot of influences at 
the service of rock music. He can spina Tin 
Pan Alley melody even in the ripping dy- 
namics of "Stiletto," a street-beat-backed 
song from 52nd Street. Also like McCart- 
ney, Joel role-plays with his voice as well as 
his writing. His background is similar to the 
working-class Liverpudlians with one foot 
in the middle class; they, too, put raw en- 
ergy and street smarts behind a sophistica- 
tion that is both instinctual and hard- 
earned—the kind that comes from learning 
it all new. 

The influence of The Beatles is particu- 
larly striking in The Stranger. Not only does 
it have a central concept like Sergeant 
Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band (the 
original record, not the new, semiretarded 
movie and soundtrack), but also it is virtu- 
ally the same concept gathering the same 
elements into an array of everyday life with 
a cast of characters and street situations. 
Some of The Stranger could easily have 
been on Sergeant Pepper—"Movin' Out,” 
“Vienna,” and “Only the Good Die Young." 
which smacks of John Lennon's poetic 
poison, and “Italian Restaurant,” which is 
Joel's "A Day in the Life.” The difference is 
that The Beatles tried to rise above the 
street with sixties’ transcendence, but The 
Stranger's method is to look right at the 
street, 

Although Billy Joel is grounded in the 
sixties, he speaks for the seventies. A major 
feature of the “Me Decade" has been the 
middle-income and working-class struggle 
for personal determination, which was 
forecast in fact by John Lennon in his 
prophetic first solo album, which both 
ended the sixties ("The Dream |s Over") and 
gave us a few themes for the seventies, 
including the working-class hero, who has 
turned out to be John Travolta, Billy's pivotal 
song Is "Angry Young Man” ("with his fist in 
the air and his head in the sand"), which 
proclaims, “I've learned that surviving is a 
noble fight." 

One of the reasons why The Stranger 
struck home is its flavor of such a revolt— 
insouciant but stylish, still rooted, still 
romantic, still in the flow of the sixties, but 
specific to the streets of struggle now. The 
Stranger moves from rejection of meaning- 
less inherited roles through the attractions 
and fears that the thereby split personality 
unleashes, to sorting out reality from the 
detritus of the past and desperate search- 
es of the present (featuring the definitive 
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song about singles bars, “Get It Right the 
First Time") to the conciliation of a simple 
dream: "To be at home/And to be alone 
With you.” 

But whereas The Stranger straddles the 
decades, 52nd Street comes down with 
both feet in the seventies. The sixties 
seemed to promise the possibility of a 
seamless life-style, a fully integrated and 
continuous merging of fact and fantasy, 
work and play, principle and compromise 
day and night. and even me and you. Each 
element still existed, and individuality was 
prized, but the governing illusion of the six- 
ties was that borders weren't dominant def- 
initions of reality if one didn't pay attention 
to them. The governing illusion of the 
seventies, on the other hand, puts borders 
and duality back at the head of the list for 
our most careful attention 


“Strike on the outside corner to Thurmon 
Munson," the announcer said 

“Bullshit, it was a ball,” Billy Joel shouted 
That's fair enough, except that he is in the 
back of a limousine —listening to the game 
on the radio. But then he's a Yankee fan 
from New York. 

It was game six of the 1978 World Series, 
and Billy was just a little excited. On the 
plane from the Twin Cities he'd been talking 
calmly; he had decided to give up smoking 
the day after his thirtieth birthday in May. 
“It'll be easy,” he said. “We'll be touring in 
Japan—they have lousy cigarettes there.” 
But then the captain announced that the 
Yankees were ahead in the fourth inning, 
and he was a changed man 

What really hurt was that this game was 
held at Yankee stadium, and once again he 
wasn't there. He'd stayed in Boston an 
extra day in order to see the division play- 
off; he and the band formed a tight cluster 
of obnoxious rooters in Yankee caps, one 
that was getting increasingly unpopular. 
He'd missed the series last year, too, but at 
least he was onstage in New Orleans 
where the Yankees had some tans, when 
they won; he announced the score and 
went right into a “New York State of Mind 
with the Manhattan skyline projected on the 
backdrop 

It was a low point in the tour anyway. 
Minneapolis-St. Paul, poised for Bob Dyl- 
an's‘first appearance in more than a de- 
cade, was polite, appreciative, but rela- 
tively tepid. Fifty-second Street was just 
reaching the stores, and everyone on the 
tour was 4a little nervous. They talked a little 
about the upcoming date in St. Louis; all 
the city’s radio stations had banned “Only 
the Good Die Young" for anti-Catholicism 
(‘The point of the song isn't Catholicism,” 
Billy has said more than once. "The pointis 
lust.") It was suggested that he not perform 
it there. “Nah,” he said. "Maybe I'll do it 
twice." He had recently begun wearing a 
leather motorcycle jacket for just that song 
which further increased the frenzy at the 
edge of the stage. “Ever notice the girls that 
come down there, especially for that 
song?" he said to someone. “Irish Catholic 
girls—you can almost see the school uni- 
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at The Distillery, 


For a fr 
jugs, write 


THESE OLD BOTTLES go back to the 
days when Jack Daniel made them to observe 
special occasions, 


One was for winning the Gold Medal at the 
1904 World’s Fair. And another, in 1896, on 
the 100th anniversary of Tennessee statehood. 
He even had his nephew make a special 
bottle for his favorite hotel, the Maxwell 
House, in Nashville. 

But when it came to 
whiskey, Mr. Jack insisted 
on charcoal mellowing 
every drop. He was too 
good a whiskey man 

to change that, no matter 
what the occasion. 


CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 
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Tennessee Whiskey + 90 Proof + Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Disti\lery 
Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 


Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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PROBLEMS IN'S 


GETWHATEVERY MAN NEEDS 
WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


Complete Control For The Over Eager Male 
STA-POWER SPRAY 
‘Now You Can Go On and On and On 


Does early climax stop many exciting moments of 
sexual intercourse? This isa common problem that 
Sta-Power will help you with. Sta-Power Spray 
contains benzocaine and is three times stronger 
than our cream, It is a safe, proven, scientific 
compound that can be sprayed directly on the 
penis without the knowledge of your partner, It 
will help you delay your climax in order to 
coincide with that of your partner, You will feet 
and appreciate the improvement the very first time 
that you use it, 


STA-POWER SPRAY $6.95 


———————— 
For A Better Erection That Will Astoun 
You And Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 
Results Are Immedi ind Long Lasting 
Don't teave her unsatisfied. Erection Pills can make 
even the limpest of men powerful. Give her what 
she's craving. Be the big man you alv.ays wanted to 
be. This preparation is a must for those of you who 
are having difficulties in obtaining and maintaining 
4 fulfilling erection. Instant action guaranteed. 
Your money back if not completely satisfied. 


ERECTION PILLS $6.95 
_————————— 
Not Getting It Up Lately? 

STA-POWER PILLS 

For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 

Has a stimulating power. Ideal for a baling hot 
time. Will enable you to go on and on and on. 
What more can we say than is already said by the 
name of this tine preparation. Effects will fast for 
hours, Also ideal for turning her on, Tnis pill will 
do everything we say it will or your money will be 
immediately refunded, This pill can be mixed in 
any type of drink. 


STA-POWER PILLS $5.95, 


Do You Need Help? 

INSTANT ERECTION CREAM 

Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 

instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 

help you get an instant erection when rubbed on 

the nead of the penis. It is skillfully compounded 

into a sensuous true fruit flavored of! base. When 

rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 

penis, it causes a flow of blood to rush into the 
iving you an instant erection, Not only 


Like the Instant Erection Cream, 

zing product is for men who have 
tried everything else and have no luck. No longer 
need you let the best of joys that life has to offer 
pass you by. With this fantastic product you too 
can now stand up and be counted. You owe it to 
yourself to try some today, 


CREAM $6.95 


IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 
Do You Measure Up? You Can. 


Unbelievable in Their Effect. 
Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far 
East, especially in China, The Chinese have used it 


st 
as an aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years, Ginseng has 


ecently been introduced into the United 
and is very popular, Legendary writings say 
Ginseng is highly effective in awakening 
producing sexual desires in men women alike, 
We have added our imitation Spanish Fly to the 
Ginseng to make it work faster and lunger. We have 
also made it easier and more pleasant to take now, 
in a capsule. We are making it available to you, the 
public, at a price you can afford. If you need 
Ginseng you cannot afford to be without it, 
Ginseng is sometimes called "The Turn-On Root" 
To quote S. Steingold” ... if you think you hi 
been turned on before you ain't seen nothing yet". 
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fly Capsules and 
find out what he means. Can be emptied and 
mixed into any drink. 


24 TABLETS $8.95 


States 


POTENT PHARMACEUTICAL PRODUCTS, INC. opt. p-57 
P.O. Box 535 Cooper Station New York,N.Y.10003 


forms on them.” 

But mostly they talked about New York. At 
his table in the St. Paul hotel bar Billy dem- 
onstrates the difference between giving a 
New York finger and a Los Angeles finger. 
The New York finger comes up fast, it is 
flung forward instead of just held, and it 
involves the wrist, hand, and arm and is 
accompanied by a facial challenge. In con- 
trast, the Los Angeles finger seems to ap- 
pear, halfheartedly. The Los Angeles finger 
is only a gesture; the New York finger is an 
act, Billy should know. 

Turnstiles marked his return to New York 
City. It was a signal event in his life and 
music, an important turn of style. It was a 
personal reaffirmation, first of all. “When | 
was a kid, | didn’t want to go to Disney- 
land,” he says. "| wanted to go to Manhat- 
tan.” It was also a return to controlling his 
awn destiny; no longer would he be leaving 
his fate in others’ hands 

His most brilliant songs on Turnstiles are 
about this return, which has since taken on 
the quality of a crusade. “Say Goodbye to 
Hollywood” begins the album New York 
State of Mind, which in concert becomes a 
smoky Ray Charles jazz-club song, an- 
chors it, and ends with “Miami 2017," a 
unique and chillingly realistic speculation 
about New York's last days, inspired by the 
famous Daily News headline: FORD TO 
CITY: DROP DEAD. 

The limousine made it to the hotel on time 
for the end of the game. The members of 
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Billy's band were already there, Yankee 
caps in place, around a television. The 
coastal differences they feel are evident in 
almost every comment they made the night 
the Yankees finished the Dodgers. Los 
Angeles is vague, fey, and faceless, full of 
spaceheads and cosmic crap; it's the dif- 
ference between the Dodger chant for 
Reggie Smith (Reggie!) and the Yankee 
roar for Reggie Jackson (RFGGIE!). New 
York has New Yorkers with definite charac- 
teristics and a kind of ideology of place 
Billy practically had to invent the term “Los 
Angelenos" for a song, and the name didn't 
spread noticeably beyond it 

After the game the Joel tour celebrates 
hysterically in the Hilton Hotel bar. Billy and 
Liberty ask road manager Rick London 
how much it would cost to smash up one of 
their rooms in honor of the Yankees, He 
says, "$4,500." It turns out that he's got it 
figured down to the lampshade. “That's too 
much,” Billy says. “Couldn't we rent a room 
at a Ramada and wreck that?” 

The last gig before home was Pittsburgh, 
and things got a little loose. Feistiness and 
exhaustion collided onstage when Billy 
took one of the roses that was traditionally 
tossed to him and ate it. “New York State of 
Mind” became an extended, blurry jam, 
which was highlighted by Billy and Liber- 
ty's successful attempt to disrupt Richie 
Cannata’s saxophone solo by standing be- 
side him and sucking on lemons 

“The tour always ends with a whimper, 


never with a bang,” Billy said the next morn- 
ing. But an unsettling kind of bang had 
come just before the end. In Cincinnati two 
men with sawed-off shotguns were waiting 
in the tour manager's room after the show. 
Two of the Joel people were tied facedown 
on the beds while the robbers groused 
about their disappointing take 

With the robbery and the effects of a final 
week of five straight shows, the long 
awaited first sight of the New York City 
skyline was met with glazed eyes and clot- 
ted expressions from the exhausted Joel 
tour. Billy could hardly walk. But alter a few 
days’ rest, there was still the Garden 

The white spot hit Billy Joel at his piano, 
whistling “The Stranger,” and Madison 
Square Garden went mad. By now, 52nd 
Street was the hottest album in the country, 
and “My Life” was at the top of the singles 
charts. The concert was appropriately of 
championship caliber—clean and classic 
with no wasted moves and everything that 
had been learned on the long tour put to 
work, honed to the best. Cannata’s horn 
solos were magnificent, Liberty DeVitto’s 
drumming had its usual energy, taste, and 
inventiveness; his contribution to the con 
certs was clearest in the older songs. for 
the difference between the recorded 
“Piano Man” and the live version was all of 
his doing. Billy's singing and playing were 
crisp and full; the crowd responded en- 
thusiastically to the new tunes, now well 
recognized, and held their fists aloft for “My 
Life.” History repeated itself between the 
last song, “Italian Restaurant,” and the first 
encore, “Only the Good Die Young": secur- 
ity personnel were pushing fans back from 
the stage's edge. Billy stared down as a 
young, blonde girl was being shoved and 
pulled away just below his piano. “Leave 
her alone!” he shouted, one hand leaving 
the piano. They left her alone, His strut from 
the wing onto center stage for the encore, 
the gesture of a knockout punch to the 
Garden, just wouldn't have meant the same 
thing if Virginia couldn't reach out to him 
when he sang her song 

"My goal hasn't been to be a pap star,” he 
says, "not since | was a teenager. My goal 
has been to be a musician. I've been out of 
starvation and not into stardom for the eight 
years I've been touring. | don’t go on the 
road to promote records —| put out records 
$0 that | can go on the road, because per- 
forming is the essence of it for me 

‘So I've been kind of in the middle for a 
long time You have to pace yourself and 
have an awareness of what's going on, but 
you gotta take it with a grain of salt, too 
Robert Klein has a great saying: ‘Kiss has 
10 million groupies, and Jonas Salk can't 
get laid.’ And here | am—l finish my job 
and thousands of people stand up and 
applaud me. | remember my grandfather 
working real hard, Nobody stood up and 
applauded him, but he was really good at 
what he did. | like to remain cynical about it 
because it’s the only way |'m gonna stay on 
top of it. The compensation is just being 
able to play. | remember working in a fac- 
tory. This beats factory work.” O+—-q 
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embarrassed by premature sexual 
climax, Detane can give you safe, 
effective help 

Clinical studies have shown that 
Detane can more than double the 
duration of foreplay and intercourse 
And with that kind of control, both 
partners can often achieve climax 
together. 

Detane is an unscented, 
invisible gel that acts as both a 
lubricant and a desensitizer, to give 
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spread, and Ss. | was 
amazed, because she had the whole 
twelve inches ved up her. She was driv- 


ing herself nuts with that machine, and she 
had her other hand r 
Removing my penis fr 


ibbing her ¢ 


ym my shorts, | 


oris 


sturbate. Her juices were 
ing freely, and when | couldn't hold back 
any longer, | cam arpet. Even 
after I'd finished wiping my mess off the 
rug, Carol was still thrusting the vibrator 
faster and deeper into her pussy, her hips 
meeting every thrust. With a scream 
erupted into what was probably the 
strongest orgasm she'd ever had. | hurried 
downstairs and waited for her return. Just 
thinking of what!'d seen upstairs made me 
hard again. When Carol arrived back in our 
bed, | reached over and placed my hand 
between her legs. Her pussy was still drip- 
ping wet, and she was more than ready for 
me. It turned out to be the best love session 
we'd ever had 

My problem is that! want to tell Carol that 
| know about her secret nights. I'd like to 
watch her masturbate in front of me, but I'm 
afraid she'll be embarrassed if | ask. She 
might feel that masturbation is an individu- 
al's private affair How can | go about ask- 
ing her? Or should | continue to spy on her 
from the landing?—R.B. 


began to ma 


W- 


all over the 


she 


So she's embarrassed! It’s not an unusual 
request for a husband to want to see 
wife masturbate. And after all, the landing 
does not afford the best view in the world 
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PACKAGE DEAL 
I'm a professional photographer, and after 
a friend and | were relaxing 


a long Friday 
and having a few drinks at a local night 
spot. We had danced with a few g 
continued to drink when, suddenly, all the 
liquor hit me at once. | told my friend that | 
was going to tak hotel room at the place 
next door rather than drive the thirty miles 
to my house 
When | checked in and discovered that | 
coulan't sleep, | wandered back 
club. | hadn't been sitting there long when a 
gorgeous young black lady came in and 
sat down next to me. We struck up a con- 
versation and soon ighing and 
chatting like old friends. Jean had a low-cut 
ocktail dress on that was made out of a 
silky material, and every time she laughed 
her beautifully shaped, braless breasts 
jiggled around. Her free-swinging boobs 
had to be at least 38 D cups, and you can 
imagine the effect they had. | co. iid feel my 
pants tarting to bulge and found myself 
asking Jean if she would pose for me 
| had a jewelry account, and it included 
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An amazingly simple surgical hair replacement 
Procedure that is 100°. tissue compatible, andis 
guaranteed. 


CLOSED SYSTEM No foreign material. su- 
tures, prolene, wires. retainers or synthetic hair 
are embedded and left in the scalp. with risk of 
infection 


PLASTIC SURGEONS Two internation- 
ally known surgeons helped to develop this ad- 
vanced technique of anchoring hair to the scalp 
by using skin grafts that will last a lifetime 


For complete information plus exciting booklet 
with 36 actual colour photographs, write to the 
location of your choice PH-12 
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your own scalp. 
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More and more professional people, politicians. 
doctors, etc., are discovering this unique fool- 
proof method that overcomes the disadvan- 
tages of all previous hair replacement methods. 
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Lightweight...Sensual...Adjusts to your comfort. An ex- 
perience in rest or play unmatched by any other support 
Structure. Takes the seasickness, immobility, and weight 
out of waterbeds, yet offers the same "give and take” sen 
sation. Two people can sleep on a full, queen or king size 
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NEW 
PROLONG" 
PULSATING VIBRATOR 
with constant power 


We've reinvented the vibrator! We took all the features you 


like best in battery-powered vibrators = tubular shape, 
ill over texturing, tlexibility-—and combined them with 
the high-quality construction, virtually noiseless op 


eration, and constant, reliable power of electric vibrat 
ors. Then we made it even better! We put a silent oscillating 
nit inside the shaft, powered by a low frequency motor 
the hallmark of a quality vibrator. We make it of a soft, fine 
quality latex so fleshlike it conforms easily to body con 
tours and temperatures. The result —PROLONG, with con- 
stant power, A vibrator that hums and pulsates, quietly 
ensuously, for maximum stimulation. 8 inches long 
der 12-foot cord. Just $22.50, Your money re- 
{in full if you are not absolutely satisfied. Four color 
catalog subscription free with each purchase. Catalog 
alone $1. Write: Adam & Eve, Dept. PH9-U, Box 900, Carr 
boro, NC 27510 


OVER ONE HALF MILLION SATISFIED CUSTOMERS 
OFFER VOID WHERE PROHIBITED ©1979, PPA 


SEND $1.00 
FOR 
THE NEW 
VIVA LINGERIE 

CATALOG. 


Mail to: Viva Catalog, PO. Box 
6500, Englewood, NJ, 07631 
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X-Rated’ jewelry lets the avid 
lexplorer know just where to start dig- 
ging for your particular treasures 

Available as a pendant ona chain 
(gold-plate on sterling} for $29.00 plus $150 
p &h as astick pin in 14K gold for $3600 plus 


$150 p &h. or as a large paperweight in 
pewter for $2500 plus $200 p &h 

Mail c rf money order to; Evelyn 
Rainbird Lid, PO 48, New York NY. 10022 
New York residents add appropriate sales tax 
Allow 4-6 weeks delivery. 
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some new items that | thought would look 
fantastic around her neck and dangling be- 
tween her breasts. Her skin was as sooth 
as silk and of a tone that would really en- 
hance the jewelry. Of course, the thought 
uppermost in my mind was that | might get 
my sweaty hands on that far-out body of 
hers. | told her | had a room in the hotel and 
my camera with me, and that if she was 
agreeable we could shoot a roll of her as a 
test before she came to the studio. This 
sounds like something out of aJames Bond 
flick, but it worked—she was agreeable 

Just as we were about to leave, another 
beautiful lady (blonde and blue-eyed) 
came in and sat down about three seats 
away from us. Jean and | both ogled her 
and then Jean said that the two of them 
would really make a nice picture because 
of the skin contrast 

By that time the drinks had really gone to 
my head, and | was amenable to anything. | 
told Jean my room number and said that | 
would go to the liquor store and pick up 
some booze while she talked to the blonde 

About ten minutes later the two arrived at 
my hotel room. The blonde’s name was 
Isabel. | mixed some drinks, and we sat 
around and talked. The girls had their legs 
crossed and gave me an occasional 
glimpse of thigh. | saw them eying my 
crotch and thought | had a dream come 
true when Isabel said, “Let's get down to 
business. Do you want us for the night or 
just one trick?” 

They were both hookers! | would have 
gladly paid them, but | only had about fifty 
dollars in my jeans, and they wanted much 
more, About then Jean asked me to dance 
and slid into my arms, pushing her pussy 
right up against my cock. She was making 
tucking motions with her ass and my cock 
just about burst through my pants About 
this time, Isabel got up and joined us, butto 
my surprise, instead of playing with me 
she started running her hands all over 
Jean, massaging her tits and ass. Soon 
Jean was moaning and cooing, and | broke 
away from them and sat in an easy chair, 
watching this scene with amazement 

They were kissing and caressing each 
other into a frenzy. When the music stopped 
for a minute, they broke apart with dazed 
lust-crazed expressions on their faces and 
faced me. Jean asked me if it would be all 
right if she and Isabel used the bed. | just 
nodded dumbly, and they proceeded to 
strip and make love to each other. What 
fantastic bodies! As Jean was coming toa 
shuddering climax, | couldn't stand it any 
longer. | stripped my clothes off and took 
my cock in hand. | was mindlessly jacking 
myself off when Isabel turned and said, 
“Join us.” By this time Isabel was lying on 
her back with her legs spread, and Jean 
was bending over, tonguing her pussy. | 
stood up and buried my eight inches up to 
the hilt in Jean's steaming pussy, grabbed 
her heaving tits, and hung on for dear life 

What followed was the most incredible 
night of plain, unadulterated lust | have ever 
and probably will ever experience. We 
fucked and sucked each other to countless 


orgasms At some point —long before 


these young girls did—| passed out. When 
/ woke up the next morning, the room 
looked like the eye of a hurricane had 
passed through it. On the dresser, propped 
up against the liquor bottle, was a note that 
read, “We should have paid you for the eve 
ning," About all | could think was, ‘At least 
once in my life, | was in the right place at the 
right time B.G 


Your fleeting, one-night affair reminds me ot 
one night | spent ala friend's villa near my 
summer home in the south of Spain, He 
owned a huge estate, with many small 
guest cottages around one of his large out- 
door pools. On this particular evening 
there was disco dancing by the pool. | was 
with one older gentleman, whom | found to 
be very nice company but not exactly the 
most sexually attractive man Couple by 
couple, the pool and dance floor emptied 
as everyone paired off for the evening and 
went into their respective, or not-so- 
respective, cottages. There | was with this 
older man, not exactly the guy I'd wanted 
for the evening. Still, | thought, I've had 
worse, and he was a decent enough chap 

We went to his guest house, stripped off 
our clothes, and then | mounted him, sitting 
right down on his hard cock. | knew it wasnt 
going to be the greatest sex in the world 
and | was right. As they say, 10 percent of 
sex is between your legs; the other 90 per- 
cent is between your ears. And let's face it, 
this particular night | wasn't all that hot for 
this particular man 

We were pumping away, without much 
passion, when | heard someone else enter 
the bedroom. The older man wasn't at all 
alarmed, but | was rather frightened and 
turned around abruptly, making sure not to 
let his cock slip out of my vagina. Well, what 
stood in front of me was a young, hot 
Spanish man, stripping off his clothes. The 
look of lust was in his eyes, and there was a 
seductive gleam to his teeth. | began 
pumping harder, hardly able to contain my 
own_anticipation of bigger and better 
things to come. He took me from behind 
sticking his rock-hard cock up into my 
anus. It hurt like hell at first, but after a 
second or two it was absolute bliss. After a 
few minutes of this—| practically forgot 
about the cock up my twat—the older gen- 
tleman dislodged himself from me and let 
the younger Spanish man have me alone, 
while he jerked off, watching both of us go 
to it 

Can you believe it? That young man 
came, put his clothes back on, left the 
room, and | never even got his name! Some 
things are best left unsaid 


A WASTED FATE 

| was dating a secretary named Phoebe, 
and on our second date | drove to a se- 
cluded spot. After a few kisses she began 
making suggestive motions with her body. | 
slid down on the seat so / could press her 
shapely body against mine. My cock was 
very stiff and bulging in my pants leg. 
Phoebe rolled on top of me, straddling my 
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Once you've decided that, the pill and 
IUD's are not for you, you’re faced with 
an important decision: what: method ‘of 
contraception will be best for both of you? 


You want a method that has been prov- 
en effective. You want to feel confident 
using it, and its use should'do nothing to 
destroy the mood of love, 


Consider Trojan”brand condoms. Tro- 
jans offer you a variety of types to’ suit ° 
your mood, and your partner’s. Pick reg- 
ular or receptacle end, shaped or-ribbed, 
lubricated or non-lubricated. Choose 
Trojan brand condoms and you'll, have 
over fifty years of proven: experience 
behind your decision. That's a lot more 
than Adam and Eve had when they made 
their big choice. 


Send for a special Trojan sampler of three each Trojans® Trojan® ribbed. Trojans 
Plus® Trojan-Enz® Lubricated). Send $3.50 (check or money order) made out to 
ADM Corp., with the coupon. 

ADM Corp, Dept. PE-5, PO. Box 1118, Glenrock, N.J. 07452 


Name = — 
Address a — 
City__ 4 = 
State—___ — Zip 
While no contraceptive is 100% etfective, Trojan brand condoms, when properly used. 


are highly effective against pregnancy and venereal disease. 
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Stimula Vibra-Ribbed. With 


are more than double the 
height of other leading 
ribbed condoms. 

Not only does Stimula® 
Vibra™Ribbed have 
higher ribs, but it has 


more of them. 


Now women can enjoy 


greater levels of satisfaction 
and sensitivity. 
We’re certain.you'll agree that 


Stimula® offers much more 


than ordinary condoms. 


And it’s lubricated with natural 
action SK-70% a modern lubricant. 


Stimula” Vibra-Ribbed. Now available at drug counters everywhere. 
©1979 Akwell Industries, Inc., America’s Largest Manufacturer of Condoms. 


INDULGE 


100% pure silk panties. 


Two styles: Scalloped nylon lace 
around leg, black (VM04); also 
available in beige (VM04). With nylon 
lace front, black (VMA0); also avail- 
able in beige (VM07). Cotton crotch 
$6 each. Add $150 p&h 

Send to: Viva Lingerie, Dept. $79, 
PO, Box 6500, Englewood, N.J.07631 


Note: Health Laws do not permit 
us to accept returns for panties 
under any circumstances. 


definitely belongs to the latter group of 
women. And | really don't have much time 
for such creatures. Don't get me wrong, 
though. I've teased many men, but when | 
tease, | also put out in the end. Otherwise, 
why bother to go through all the trouble of 
teasing and turning a man on? It just 
doesn't make any sense. 

Should you have tried forcing Phoebe 
into having sex? While | don't think there's 
anything wrong with a little coaxing, | don't 
feel that people should be forced into doing 
anything, especially sex. You discussed 
the subject with her. You tried to unbutton 
her bra. To go beyond this point might be 
considered rape 

There are other women, | suggest you go 
find them 


THE FATHER OF THE BRIDE-TO-BE 
! work in movie production and was at a 
gala dinner in Rome two months ago, with 
my boss, when a beautiful woman came up 
to him and said, "Dad, do you have the keys 
to my car?" She had black hair, was tall, 
and measured about 35-23-35. Lucia was 
obviously braless and was wearing a red, 
low-cut blouse, a black skirt, and a pair of 
seamed black silk stockings, Definitely a 
turn-on! 

| was staring at her for so long that! finally 
had to say something. “Excuse me, Lucia, 
but your father and | came in my car.” | 
offered her a ride home, and we said good- 
night to her father, my boss. It turned out 
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that she didn't live with her parents but lived 
by herself in her own house. There she 
asked me inside for a drink, and once in- 
side she turned on the stereo and began to 
strip. | was in shock and immediately felt 
hard. When she was nude, she said; "Don't 
be embarrassed come on and fuck me." 

| didn't know what to do—! was really in 
shock. But Lucia took matters in her own 
hands and began to give me the best blow 
in all of Italy. Later | turned her over and 
wildly screwed her in the ass until she 
screamed for me to stop, | turned her over 
again and for the coup de grace started 
plunging wildly into her pussy while she 
wrapped her long legs around my neck. | 
fell asleep with my exhausted cock in her 
soft mouth. The next morning we were lying 
in bed, remembering the night before, 
when her father called. Luckily for me, he 
didn't suspect that | was there 

We have since decided to marry, except 
that Lucia is engaged to a cich man— 
something that her father arranged. | think 
that we belong together and want to know if 
you have any suggestions on how to break 
the news to her father A hasty decision 
could cost me my livelihood. —S.V.L 


Lucia should first tell her father that she will 
not marry this rich man. Your name should 
not, of course, be mentioned in connection 
with this decision of hers. Lucia need only 
say that she must love a man before she is 
able to marry him. When Lucia is secure 


that her father has accepted this fact 
perhaps then you can begin dating 
casually, with his knowledge. Your an- 
nouncements of love and marriage can fol- 
low, when you feel Lucia’s father is amena- 
ble to the idea 

He may not accept the idea of | ticia mar- 
rying another man. In that case, keep a low 
profile and start looking for another job 


SOLITARY PLAY 
Even though my husband has become 
more liberal since we've been married, fe 
still doesn't seem to accept the fact that | 
need and enjoy masturbating as much as 
my lovemaking with him 

When | masturbate, | enjoy using two 
penis-shaped vibrators. While | read erotic 
experiences in your column, | thrust one of 
the vibrators into me, and | either rub my 
clitoris with the other or push itin and out of 
my anus, My question is this: how can| best 
approach my husband with my need and 
desire for masturbation without upsetting 
him? —E.Z. 


You might try having him read this letter with 
my response attached. If literary persua- 
sion fails, be a bit more coy and switch 
positions on your husband; if he won't mas- 
turbate you, try masturbating him. Once he 
discovers what a great bit of foreplay it is 
you won't have as difficult a time convinc- 
ing him that you, too, could use some beat- 
ing around the bush. Ot, 


Get turned on 


when you turn on your T.V. 
with Mitchell Brothers’ videotape cassettes 


The Mitchell Brothers. have always 
been known. fim fine quality in. adult 
films and no videotape collection will be 
complete without the classics of erotic 
cifema to be found in the Mitchell 
Brothers video and 8mm library. 

Choose among any number of sen- 
sual treats, from “Behind the Green 
Door” starring Marilyn Chambers to 
the breath taking beauties found in 
_ *Autobi y of a Flea.” 


) So don’t wait.,.bring into your home 


the sensuality and excitement of Miteh- 
ell Brothers’ films on videotape and 
8mm. film, All videotapes-are the orig- 
inal, fulllength; sound versions. All 8mm 
films are silent and 22 minutes long, 

Buy from the source and be assured 
of the highest quality and the lowest 
prices available anywhere. 

All films carry Mitchell Brothers’ 
100% Money-Back-Guarantee on qual- 


ity and performance. 


Titles Available Include: 

Beta: $79 VHS: $89 

Behind the Green Door§ Resurrection of Eve%, 
Sodom and Gomorrah, Inside Marilyn Cham- 
bers’, Autobiography of a Flea’, Joy of Letting Go, 
Sip the Wine 


Beta; $69 VHS: $79 
CB Mamas* 


Beta $49 VHS; $59 
Womantof the Night, Easy Woman, Reckless 
Claudia, Flesh Factory, Rabin’s Revenge 


“Available in Regular and Super 8mm film at $39, 


New THLE! World Premiere of “HONEYSUCKLE DIVINE LIVE!” 


from the Mitchell Brothers’ O'Farrell Eros Center, San Francisco 


perceive as private parts...” 


If you don't agree after secing this movie that it should be part of your permanent video collec- 
tion, return it within 5 days for a full refund! . 
“Honeysuckle Divine's line is the public pubic propulsion of provisions from what people used to 
John Wasserman, San Francisco Chronicle 


The f Please send me the following full color video cassettes or 8mm films: 4 
2 ! == ————____ ~ t 
Ultimate = 2 a = ——_———— 
Party b Send dick or money oder forthe correct amount to ; . a 
. Mitchell Brothers’ Film G: You must be 18 scl 

Movie! | ard Steet. For Express Credit G call h 
1 San Francisco, CA 94109 (800) 221-3142 In California: (415) 441-1930 i} 
$99 : Master Charge/Visa #___ = a _ Expires — j 

Je = = — oe 
y Name j 
; Address z3 =. i, = > } 
, ‘ile 4 City/State t 

*, i , - — pa = 

100% Money-Back-Guarantee 7 (Please indicate make and model of cassette player ( 
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I you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like to offer you 
two things that may change your mind 


1. A guarantee 
2 Another quarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
loque or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
company. And everything we ship to you 
is plainly packaged, securely wrapped, 
without the slightest indication of its con- 
tents on the outside 

Second, we guarantee your satisfac- 
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria 
Collection is the result of extensive 
research and real-life testing. We are so 
certain that the risk of disappointment 
has been eliminated from our products, 
that we can actually quarantee your satis- 
faction—or your money promptly, un- 
questioningly refunded 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of 
sexual aids. It includes the finest and 
most effective devices available from 
around the world, Devices that can open 
new doors to sexual gratification (perhaps. 


Sexual Aids: 


| The Xandria Collection | 
Dept. PH-5 | 
| P.O. Box 31039 
| San Francisco, CA 94131 | 
| Please send me. by first class mail, my copy of the | 
Xandria Collection catalogue. Enclosed is my check | 
1 or money order for three dollars which will be 
| applied towards my first purchase. | 
1 Name 
Address | 
| city ——- | 
1 State 2 = | 
1 Our catalogue and products are sent only to adults | 
[over the age of 21. Your age and signature are | 
| needed below. | 
J bam years old | 
I Signed | 
| © 1978 Xandria, 115-B Wisconsin St., San Francisco 4 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 
How to use them 
without disappointment. 


many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold 
For anyone whos ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to. your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing tolose. Andan entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain. 


SUPER VIBE 


The amazing dual control, triple action 
vibrator. It can vibrate with the toughness 
that you desire or as gently as you re- 
quire, plus... 
Super Vibe thrusts up and down, and.. . 
Super Vibe rotates round and round. 
It's premium quality lifelike 
rubber will give you the erot- 
ic experience of a lifetime. 
Once you've tried it with 
Super Vibe, you'll 
“pAnever use any 
F a other vibrator. 
\ Super Vibe is 
A, guaranteed to 
your total sat- 
isfaction or re- 
turn it within 14 
days for your 
money back in 


full. 
ae Code 457 

\f coupon is removed, please send check for 
$25.70 to VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 175 Ful- 
ton Ave. Hempstead, NY 11550 
ee 
| VALENTINE PRODUCTS, Dept. ss-277 

P.O. Box 5200, FOR Station, N.Y. N.Y. 10022. 

| I've enclosed my check or money order for 
$24.95 plus 75¢ to cover shipping and 
| handling. Please rush me my Super Vibe 
Vibrator in a plain package today. (N.Y. Resi- 
| dents add applicable sales tax), 
| Void where prohibited 


Name 
Signature. 
I'm over 18 years of age 
| Adaress. 
City State Zip. 


MOANS & G 


ONTINUED FROM PAGE 52 


Your January 1979 issue contains one of the 
most repulsive pictorials ever published 
Furgive and Fur-Get 

It is easy to think of furs as soft, cuddly, 
warm, luxurious, sensuous, and glamorous 
articles of apparel—once they get the 
blood off. Behind every fur lies a mutilated 
carcass. which had its life stolen from it by 
trap or by gun or by club, only because it 
was born with a fuzzy coat 

There is absolutely no justification for this 
barbaric custom, but as long as magazines 
like Penthouse continue to dupe the public 
into thinking that furs are just another form 
of clothing, the abuse of animals will remain 
profitable. As long as there is a market for 
vanity, the furriers will continue their dou- 
ble-talking, illogical lines of defense. Their 
most recent proud claim is that they never 
use the fur of an endangered species. They 
fail to mention that they can't legally use 
pelts from endangered animals anyway, 
that they are responsible for the endan- 
germent of the species that they are no 
longer allowed to butcher, and that at every 
corner they fight the addition of other ani- 
mals to the endangered list. 

It's about time the general public woke 
up and saw past the surface of those 
glamorous’ fur coats to the hypocrisy and 
sadistic bloodbath that produces them 
John Abert, Lansing, New York 
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As you Say, these furs are not those of en- 
dangered species. While many people 
may agree with your point of view, many 
others subscribe to the scientific opinion 
that hunting is necessary to keep certain 
animal populations within natural limits. In 
any case, animal furs are, and always have 
been, “another lorm of clothing,” and while 
we certainly do not encourage the indis- 
criminate butchering of animals, we recog- 
nize the fact that fur coats are universally 
accepted as warm and luxurious articles of 
apparel. 


| really don't mean to criticize your "Pent- 
house Forum” section too much, as | thor 
oughly enjoy reading it (and your entire 
magazine), but there is one point I'd like to 
bring to your attention. lf the letters in 
that column are written and submitted 
by people all across the United States 
and abroad, how come they all sound as 
if they were written by a professor of 
English composition who likes to use the 
same phrases and adjectives over and 
over? 

If these letters are submitted by people 
of all levels of intelligence and writing skill, 
why are they all so perfectly structured with 
all the correct grammar and punctuation? If 
they are edited, then | have answered. my 
own question. Bul why not publish them 
just as they are written, instead of making 
them so uniformly predictable in style and 
content? 


| have also noticed in the letters many 
repetitious and familiar terms such as “rock 
hard" and “throbbing” in letters that are 
supposedly submitted from people all 
over the country. How come every person 
who writes to "Forum" seems to use the 
same adjectives? Please don't insult my 
intelligence and my understanding and tell 
me that I'm wrong in regards to my obser- 
vations. | mean, | did get As in English 
Composition in college. | sure would like 
to hear your explanation.—J. Kei/tn, 
Hackettstown, N.J. 


For what we hope is the last time, we will 
attempt to put to rest the raging “Forum” 
letters controversy. 

We repeat that all letters published in 
“Forum” are received via the United States 
Post Office, with return addresses repre- 
senting large cities and small towns, east 
west, north, and south. Yes, the letters are 
edited according to the basic rules of cor- 
rect grammar and punctuation because, in 
many cases, if these letters were printed 
“as they are written,” your thorough enjoy- 
ment in reading them might be severely 
hindered, We do notalter them in any other 
way; we do not change the content or the 
adjectives used to describe sexual experi- 
ences, organs, and fantasies. Congratula- 
tions on your scholastic record, but we sin- 
cerely doubt that the contributing writers of 
“Forum” are vying for top grades in English 
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DO YOU MAKE THESE 
DUMB MISTAKES WITH GIRLS? 


This Incredible Invention Has Helped Thousands of Men Get Girls... 
And It Will Work For You Too. 


OR WE’LL PAY YOU 10 DOLLARS JUST FOR HAVING GIVEN IT A TRY!!! 


Do you use such sayings as: “Would you 
like to go out tonight?” — or, “Want to go 
to my apartment for a drink?"* — or, “May 
I have your phone-number 

Most men do. And it’s amazing that so 
many men actually think they can get any- 
where with girls using such colorless, flat, 
ordinary expressions. 

Your whole approach to girls is lifeless, 
dull, humdrum 

You probably don’t even realize you are 
making so many serious mistakes. So you 
go night on making them ... and find your- 
self with fewer and fewer girls 

It's really quite sad — because it doesn’t 
have to be that way. Most men could easily 
have all the girls they want ... if they just 
knew how “not™’ to act with them. 


A MOST VALUABLE LESSON 


We are going to show you why you are 
having so much trouble getting girls. 

You will leam why many girls refuse to 
date you (it has nothing to do with your 
looks). 

You will leam why you have a hard time 
meeting girls (it has nothing to do with 
your personality or age) 

You will leam why girls won't go to bed 
with you (it has nothing to do with money 

or any of the above reasons) 

You will learn exactly what you are 
doing wrong 

This could easily be the most valuable 
information you will ever receive. Because 
once you leam what you are doing wrong, 
you will be in a perfect position to start 
meeting and dating girls galore 

Once you learn what you are doing 
wrong, you will quickly begin to meet and 
date great-looking girls. Girls with pretty 
faces and tempting bodies, Girls who wear 
the newest. sexiest styles in clothes. Girls 
who you only looked itt and dreamed about 
up until now 

But that’s not all. Once you find out 
what you are doing wrong, it will automat- 
ically become “super easy"* for you to get 
many of these beautiful girls to sleep with 
you (think about that). 

WHAT WE HAVE DONE FOR YOU 


Through many months of research — in- 
cluding personal interviews with dozens of 
beautiful girls — we have learned the most 
common mistakes most men make with 
girls. Mistakes that you are making right 
now 

Several of the girls frankly admitted that 
if it weren't for these silly mistakes, most 
men could easily meet and date just about 
any beautiful girl they want to 

It would take us forever to teach you 
every single mistake you may be making 
with girls, So what we have done is de- 
veloped a system that will allow you to 
check yourself whenever you approach a 
girl — to make sure you are not making any 


Lyn A., student, Fla.: ‘J. don't even 
care what guys look like anymore. 1 get 
approached by at least a dozen guys a 
month. Out of them, only about two 
end up taking me out. These are the 
guys who know enough not to make the 


usual dumb mistakes 
make.”’ 


most guys 


“mistakes’” that could blow your chances 
with her. 
THE ALL NEW 
100% SELF-CORRECTING SYSTEM 

Wouldn't it be great if we could stand 
beside you, like an invisable man, and cor- 
rect you every time you started to make a 
blunder with a girl! 

Well this is exactly what our /00% 
Self-Correcting System does. It is our silent 
voice behind you ... ready to speak our 
whenever you are about to make a costly 
mistake with a girl. 

Our Self-Correcting System actually 
stops you before you make the mistake; be- 
fore you ruin your chances with the girl 
you have your sights on 


CAN BE LEARNED 
IN JUST ONE DAY 


There is no hard work involved. There 
are no boring details to remember. In fact, 
our /00% Self-Correcting System can be 
completely mastered in just one day 

This System has been fested and proven 
It works. It works because it is based on 
facts ... not guesswork. So if it’s girls you 
want, girls are exactly what you will get. 


“DOUBLE-YOUR-MONEY-BACK”’ 
IF OUR SYSTEM 
DOESN’T WORK FOR YOU 

Are we crazy? 

Not really. We're just so darn sure 
that you'll meet dozens of girls using 
our System that we're willing to stick 
our necks out to prove it to you, 

What we are going to do is let you 
use our /00% Self-Correcting System 
for a full year. Then, if you haven't 
met enough girls to last you a lifetime, 
return our material to us. We will send 
you back a check for double the 
amount you paid for it 


Our book, How To Get Girls Using The 
100% Self-Correcting System, costs 10 
dollars. Think about it. A 10 dollar in- 
vestment may bring you more beautiful 
girls than you'll know what to do with. 
And — if for any reason you don’t end up 
meeting and dating all the girls you have 
your heart set on, you'll get back double the 
amount of your investment (and we'll cry a 
lot). 

Maybe we are sticking our necks way 
out. But we're willing to take that chance. 

So if you seriously want to find cut why 
you are having so much trouble getting 
girls, send in the coupon now. You will 
soon find it easier-than-heck to meet and 
date girls (and even to get girls to sleep 
with you). 

Remember — if our System doesn’t 
work for you, you can take the refund 
money (all 20 dollars of it) and have a 
whopping good time for yourself ... on 
us. 

That’s what you can do if our material 
doesn't work for you. 

But what if our material does work for 
you? Then what? 


| Silverman Research, Dept. P-579 I 

| P.O. Box 9204 | 

| Providence, R.I, 02940 

| , Yes —I want to stop making mistakes so | 
I can start to meet and date all the beautiful | 

| girls ever wanted to. Here's my 10 dollars. 

| Rush me How To Ger Girls Using The 

| 100% Self-Correcting System. 

| I may use your material for a year. Then, 
if Thaven't met and dated all the girls Ihave 

| my heart set on, I may return it for 

| double-my-money back. (We will send you 
a check for 20 dollars.) 

| 1 understand my material will be sen: in a 

| Plain wrapper. 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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ME GLOOMY VALLEYS OF THE 
VON KREESUS ESTATE + +++ 


/ACREELA 
L MAN'S PAY 


MORE IVIN? 
THAN UST MONEYS 


WELL DONTUST. 

STAND THERE? 

GET ME OUTTA 
THST 


WANNA 
FACE A COW 
MARTIAL £ 


MAYBE SHES 
BEEN KIDNADDED EL 


ARE YOU CRAZY? 

(MAGNE WHAT 

SHED DOTOA 
KIDNAP PE f 


LT AIN'T THE 
(EST OOM 
—O2 MAYBE 
/Tist 


TUE OLY THAT 
BL/LT THIS PLACE 
WAS NO FRANK 
LLOYD WRIGHT S 


DEEP DOWN INTO THE 

SUBTERRANEAN LABYRINTHS, 
THE LANTERNS OF THE 
INTREPID PUSSFORCE CAST 

7 ON DARK CORNERS 

OF THE SCHLOSS THAT 

HAVENT BEEN SE 

TWO HLNDRED YE: 


THE LANTERNS 
(BS FORCE SEA 


YOUTZE DAMN 
=e RIGHT WE "VE 
5 GOT 70 FIND 

HER S 1M NEVER 
CONMA GET 

ANOTHER MEAL 

TICKET LiKE 
TH/S ONE £ 


WE DON'T KNOW 
THe SECRET ASSACES, F 
HOLES, HIDDEN 


CHAMBERS AND WALLED 
YP SECTIONSS 


1M SOAFRAID 
TWAT SOMETHING 
TERRIBLE HAS 
HAPPENED TO 
HER HOMER! 


HAS CONE FROM 
THE CARAGE 


SHER 
ECAR 


ASSUME THAT 
SHEHAS TAKEN 


ELSE WOULD DAREL 


WHAT ABE WE 


JOE? WHY ARE WE 
HOMER § 


CONC TO BERLIN, 
HOMERS 


CANDYELOSSS 
LADIES. OF THE AEALLYS/ ABHOR 
MIGHT 2 WGCLE? YOUR GENERATION'S 
OM, HOMER -YOU FORTHRIGHTNESS 
ARE FUNNY SOME Fd AND INS/STAN OLE 


COMMA FINE “TIMES {YOL/ MEAN OWN SAYING WHAT 


HERP 


SECAUBE A VERY 
CREAT LADYLWES 
THERE SANDIZANY 
ONE CAN HELP US 
— SHE CANS 


HOOKERS S YOU MEANS 


THE COUNTESS 
FLAGCEL/A 
AEIMENSREKKER. 2 


+0» SHE MANAGES THE 
SIGGEST INTERENAT/ONAL 
NETWORK OF 012 Ro aee 
LADIES OF THE NICHTS 
THERE /S NO/NFORMA TION 
(N THE WORLD TO WHICH 
SHE DOEBN'T HAVE ACCESS! 


W/IKAT TENSTRASSE 4 
BERLINessssevessseee 


‘ Zip Lee ELS SAPIENS! 
ay Sra ER BO YEARS YOU 
XOU MAVEN T CHANGED. AIN'T COME HERE TO PAY 
COUNTESS —AS FLAWLESSLY A 7 
BEALE ME COMPLIMENTS £ YOU 
svcscewe SUTHER NEED GLASSES OR 
YOU WANT SOMETHING £ 


; » NOW, ('VE ONLY ONE 
F : QUESTION FOR YAU, SAPIENS 
YOU—LITTLE CHICKENS j —CAN YOU PAY 
YOU COME OVER HERE ~ 
AND SIT BESIDE ME, cee 


GOODS NOW GET 
LOSTS, 


TELL ME ALLABOUT 
'T— WON'T YOl/, 
HONE v2 


THATS A DAMN 
FOOL QUESTION 
/F EVER / HEARD 


FOR THe SWEETS: ° 
é f O%, HOMER -/4 
AN'EVERYTHING ! 4 ore 
EVERYTHING'S 
DONNA BE OKAy! 
\ SHES GONNA 
\ - HELP US FIND 
AND DONT FORGET, \ ee 
LITTLE CHICKEN ~s, 
— THERES A PLACE : \ fs 
FOR YOU HERE 
WITH AUNTIE 
ANY 7/ME YOU 


Miucu,MucH 
LATER s+ 000+ 


EANWHILE, IN 
NEIGHBOURING 
BONN, MARV/N/ 
ARKLE, MECKTIE 
SALESMAN FROM 
MIFFLINGURG, 

PA,-AND A 

VICTIM OF THE 
FLUCTUATING. 
DOLLAR, WALKS 

THE WET STREETS, 
UNABLE TO FIND 
THE PRICE OF AN 

POTEL ROOMs oe 


WHAT A NICE 
LADY CUP OF 
COCOA AND A 
CRUMPET — 

THATS WHAT / 
CALL HOSPITALITYS. 


MB LOOKIN FORA 
CUPPA COCOA 
LANDA COUMPET 2 . Mess Ae 
’ 3 (MA SAILOR? 


ES THERE SOMETHING 
FAMILIAR ABOUT THAT 
AIGURE ? NO, NOTHUIM, 
UMM Y — Mieke £ COULD 
/T BE P 18 [7 POSS/BLE? 
DW T'SCOMA BEA LONG 
MONTH TO THE NEXT 
INSTALMENTS 


SEXUAL BEST SELLERS! 


EXOTIC LOVEGAMES >» 
The authors call them “Love 
Games,” but they're by far the 
most imaginative sex positions 
and techniques we've ever come 
across, This newly released edi- 
tion features eighty-four unique 
positions, each selected for max- 
imum pleasure. Over 100 explicit 
color photos teach 

turning you on. 
pages... 3 


JOYS OF FANTASY 
Bursting 
singles, cou 


Adams? E ve Dept. PH9- RBox 900 


VE Carrboro, N.C, 27510 
i ; 


Please rush i 


Name 
Address — — 
City tate 


#.PPA 


OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ©1% 


We're presenting condoms with 
| a difference —so bed will never be 
| a bore. 

Rough Rider! the first and 
only condom covered from head to 
Shaft with 468 raised pleasure studs. 

Nuda * Ultra-Thin, one of the 


thinnest condoms you can buy 

Tahiti ® pre-shaped condoms 
that come. in every color of the 
rainbow, © 

Stimula” Vibra™-Ribbed, the 
most heavily ribbed Stimula ever 
made to coax her body to the brink, 

Hugger,” the snugger fitting 
pre-shaped condom that holds you 
taut and firm. 

And they're all lubricated with 
warm, dry SK-70, 


stamford Hyoientc cor., Dept. EL 
14 Manhattan St, Stamford, Conn, On004 


© 12 Rough Rider Condoms $4. AIL assortments include 
© 22 Assorted Condoms $5. Rough Rider, Stimula, 
150 Deluxe Assortment $i) Nuda. Hugger, Tahiti, etc, 
© 120 Super Deluxe Assortment $20__L! Eau Vibrator $1 


Charge (S10. Minimum) 


Acct. ixpires 
Signature — 

Name___ 

Address - 


——— - Zip. 


Money Back guarantee. Orders shipped in discreet packages. 
CO New S2-page Catalog $1, (Free with order) 


State. 


ie NOW! A ane IVE THIS 


FORUM 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 


faster and faster, and Fuck me 
... harder, faster. .uhh...ohhhh..." Soon! 
had Ann screaming for more as her love 
juices flowed down my face, chest, and 
arms. I've had e¢ girl again, separate 
and together. Athletes now seem to stimu- 


> cried, 


late me. My latest adventure involves 
another female athlete, Delia. who rows 
crew. —-E. L., Berkeley, Calif. 


Mixed vegetables 
1 freshwoman at a large Ivy Leaque 
school in New England. Given my Long 
Island upbringing, | soon became bored 
with the paltry “night life" in this tiny hic 
town, | was a Virgin when | left home, but 
ee after | got here that s ion was 
remedied, | enjoyed it, but I'm not really 
attracted to the man. I've gone through 
about four or five guys since then, but most 
of them weren't that cute. | have very high 
standart | refuse to go to bed det 
anyone who doesn't seem attractive to me. 
Most of the guys around here con rmy 
attitude snobbish, but the other day they 
did me a favor. 

| came back to the dorm after a hard 
evening of fighting off the advances of Leo, 
a guy I’ve been seeing: lately. He’s more ¢ if 
an alternative to boredom than a “real” 
man. He has a slim, muscular body and a 
really tight ass that drives me wild, but he 
has a very hairy chest, and body hair just 
turns me off. He's been trying to screw me 
since our first encounter, a heavy grope 
session that was cut short by the arrival of 


tam 


t 
$s, and 


"his girl friend, my ex-best friend. He has 


since left her for me, but | don’t think | want 
io go out with him because of his hairy 
chest. But—back to the story. 

When | got back to my room, a cramped 
single in one of the older dorms, | found 
fastened to my doorknob a large carrot with 
a condom on it and a note attached that 
read, “The man of your dreams." Surprised 
and not overly amused, | took the carrot into 
my room and put it on my dresser. | looked 
at the picture of a guy named Gary that was 
on my dresser. The picture was one | had 
taken when | was going out with him. It 
showed him completely nude except for 
bikini underwear, which clearly showed his 
mammoth bulge. 

My thoughts turned to Leo, and | sat on 
my bed and remembered the heavy action 
of an hour earlier. His hands had felt good 
on me, especially when he slipped his 
middle finger into my pussy and rubbed my 
clit with his thumb, but when | reached 
inside his shirt, | was grossed out by his 
hairy chest. | tried to stay away from his 
chest, concentrating instead on his cock, 
which seemed to want to split his zipper. 
Again, when he took off his shirt (mine was 
already off) and pants, | couldn't put up 
with all that hair. | pretended to be worried 
about his roommate coming back and 
made an excuse to leave. 

All this thinking had made me pretty 


MARE LOVE TO 
ANYONE YOU 
DESIRE 


And have them at your sexual 
command, anytime.. anywhere!!! 


“Score is a powerful new placebo pill 
especially formulated to turn anyone on. 
Now you can stimulate and excite anyone 
you desire. Carefully blended from the 
most potent and effective erotic spices 
ever known, “Score’’’ will make any man 
or woman eagerly respond to your every 
desire. At last you can enjoy the intimate 
experiences with the person you've always 
wanted even if you could not succeed 
before. “‘Score’’ dissolves quickly in any 
drink or liquid, is tasteless, and completely 
free from harmful side effects. It works 
in a plain package complete with instruc- 
tions. You must -be delighted with the 
results or return within 10 days for a 
complete refund. 
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we'll send you— 
absolutely free—our 
latest full-color Bedside 
Companion. It's a 
guided tour of the very 
latest discoveries in the 
world of the sensual and 
the erotic; a complete 
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girls you've ever seen! 
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horny. | had been absentmindedly running 
my fingernails over my shirt, and my bra- 
less condition would have been apparent 
from the size and hardness of my nipples. | 
slowly got undressed for bed, removing my 
now-soaked panties last, and settled into 
bed, wearing nothing but my baby-doll 
pajamas (from Saks Fifth Avenue). | 
couldn't stop thinking about Leo, and right 
then | certainly would have given in to his 
wanton lust despite his hairiness. My hand 
dropped to my stomach and inched lower 
and lower. It felt good to strum the hair on 
my groin and to tap my love button 

Then a strange thought came to me: | 
could get my revenge on the guys who 
gave me the carrot and fulfill my desires at 
the same time 

| got up and got the carrot. The lubricant 
from the rubber smelled erotic, and its sen- 
sual stickiness reminded me of my own 
love juices. | settled into the “plow,” a really 
kinky yoga position. Lying on my back with 
my legs above me, my toes touching the 
pillow above my head, | gently ran my fin- 
gers over my crotch and shivered as my 
ring finger hit my hot spot. After a little more 
of this. | was ready. | positioned the carrot at 
my love nest, and, with a firm, twisting mo- 
tion, | put about five inches in. The carrot 
was over nine inches long and about two 
inches wide. It fit tightly, and waves of 
ecstasy flooded my body as | twirled and 
twisted the carrot with my fingers. | pushed 
harder, and more of it disappeared beneath 


my dirty-blonde curls. My legs waved 
helplessly as | twisted and pushed on the 
carrot. | was really soaring. “Oooh, damn! | 
wish | could find someone like this!" | whis- 
pered, riding the waves of passion from my 
vegetarian delight 

Suddenly, | felt an urge welling up inside 
me. Pushing hard on my orange friend, | 
sank all nine inches into my ecstatically 
throbbing pussy and sighed as an orgasm 
consumed my conscious mind. | furiously 
fucked the carrot for what seemed like days 
and then gradually lightened my pace to 
allow my pounding heart to slow its break- 
neck speed 

| had been barely aware of the voices 
outside my door, but now | heard them 
clearly, "God, she's got that carrot we left" 
and “Sounds like a whole goddamned orgy 
in there!” and "Quick, somebody paint my 
cock orange!” and “What's up, dick?" and 
other scattered remarks, | quietly put away 
my vegetable friend and dropped off into a 
peaceful, satisfied slumber. 

Next week, maybe a cucumber?— 
Name and address withheld 


Bell bottom blows 

Two years ago | stopped by a friend's 
house, and he came to the door, wearing 
his navy sailor pants. They had been skin- 
tight when he was tn the navy, but five years 
later they looked just unreal. He said that he 
had expected his wife and was a little em- 
barrassed, But we hit a little grass and 


started to talk about the vicissitudes of life. 

Then he told me he had met his wife 
during the service and every so often he 
put on his uniform, which meant a night of 
very heavy fucking. He showed me a 
drawer of sexy clothes that was far out! 
There were small bikinis that hardly cov- 
ered his balls when he put them on for me to 
see. He had cock rings of all kinds, leather 
ball stretchers, a pair of chaps, a holster, a 
leather vest, and a leather jockstrap 

| guess it was the grass and beer that did 
it: | started to try on his collection. The nylon 
was soft, and it made me bulge out like a 
Pumping Iron stud. We both started to get 
hard-ons when his wife walked in and ad- 
mired our posing. She put on a string bikini 
without the top and lit up another joint for 
the three of us, By that time my dick was 
sticking inches up over the top of the trunks 
| had on, and so was Ted's. She said she 
wouldn't touch us for forty-five minutes and 
set a timer and said that we couldn't stroke 
ourselves but should try to come. Well, we 
squirmed, moved our hips, tried to do ev- 
erything possible to come, talked raunchy, 
and tried to fuck with her. 

Finally, she gave in and said that we 
could untie the drawstrings on the bikinis 
and, holding our hands behind us, rub our 
cocks together. So we stood up in front of 
her and tried to get friction enough to come. 
The timer bell went off, and she grabbed 
both our cocks together. With a few rubs, 
Ted and | shot off on her tits 
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An unbelievable Pleasure 
Breakthrough by Prelude 3 


Now at last . . . the complete Prelude 3 
Vibrator System takes both of you beyond 
your pleasure limits , . . into a universe of 
thrilling enjoyment you've never even 
dreamed of! 


Total pleasure . . . tingling fulfillment. . . 
boundless, fantastic ecstasy for BOTH of you! 


The Prelude 3 System relaxes and stimulates 
the two of you. .. creates a fabulous, soothing 
world of sensual expectation. Then . .. as 
quickly or as slowly as YOU desire, . . leads 
you into a world of unrestrained pleasure... 
absolute enjoyment ...indescribable thrills... 
then helps you to achieve the ultimate in 
satisfaction! 


Ecstasy... 


Your Prelude System Includes: 
* The NEW dual-intensity vibrator, . , noise- 
less, hygenic, UL approved, Uses standard 
outlet. 

¢ The unique STIMULATOR™, available 
only with the Prelude System, for intense 
stimulation, Nothing to insert. 

« 4 sensuous massage attachments 

* Instruction book 
« FREE! Guide to Self Pleasure/A Woman's 
Handbook. A $4.50 value, 


enture 


adve 
aque 2 ONE 
a unig swine . pen 10N 


MORE SENSORY ATTACHMENTS! 
Inner Magic - |t’s additional length is designed 
for extra stimulation. 

Inner Dynamo-For utmost extra stimulation, 
adds ten rows of pliable, vibrating pleasure 
points. 


30 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
This offer void where prohibited by law. 
If coupon is missing send orders to: 
Sensory Research Corp., 2424 Morris Ave., 
Union, N.J. 07083 
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2424 Morris Ave., Union, N.J, 07083 
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—Inner Magic(s) @ $7.50 ea. ppd. 
—Inner Dynamol(s) @ $7.50 ea. ppd. 

— “FOR MEN ONLY” @ $7.50 ea. ppd. 


SAVE $7.50 IF YOU ACT NOW! 
ORDER YOUR TOTAL PLEASURE 
PACKAGE .,. 

*Interlude System * Inner Magic 

*Inner Dynamo * Pleasure Dome 
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NOW ONLY $44.95 

Rush me Total Pleasure Packages @ 
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GOOD VIBRATIONS 
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Give your favorite person 


ta the VIP. treatment with 
y this flexible multi-speed 
} vibrator. Made of pliable 
= rubber, it yields to body 
contours, and the speed is adjus 
tingle to a powerful throb, Only $ Cc 
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suous clothing, m contraceptives and more! 
log 1s free with any order. 
. 
NW; CAT'S 
S CRADLE™ 
It's super sheer and super 
' sexy! Score a T with 
this knockout combo of tie 


panties and 
er black 


lace with 
Naughties 


ADAM & EVE, Dept. PH9-S ed 
Apple Court, P.0. Box 900 C 
Carrboro, NC 27510 Aba 
Please natha 


tush me int ar 
trated catalog tr 
{V MULTI-SPEED FLEXIBLE V 
s21L CAT'S CRADLE pantics 
CIBOTH (Save $4)....- 
CIcATALOG SUBSCRIPTI 
Nam 
Ac 


> _E State —__ 
OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS 


Lit 


void where prohibited 


ex life 


Atullers 


00 0849110000 | 


PROLONGED SATISFACTION 
FULLER SEX LIFE 


mole 


£ 


LOVE-LONGER 


DESENSITIZING # LUBRICATING 


...and a longer sex act can be 
yours if you use Love Longer. It'sa 
clear, odorless gel that enables the 
overly sensitive man to stay firmly in 
command. Love Longer contains a 
safe, mild, desensitizing agent 
which helps prevent premature 
ejaculation.. It's available without 
prescription. Buy it at your phar- 
macy or mail coupon for introduc- 
tory order. 


Enclose check or money order tor $2.50 made out to: 
ADM Corp. Mail to Dept. P-5, P.O. Box 1118, Glenrock, 
N.J. 07452 
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| got dressed, went home, and started a 
collection of my own—and one for my wife. 
We now have our fuck drawer, as we Call it, 
{ull of goodies. Every so often Ted and | 
compare our newest merchandise and 
usually end up jacking off together. We're 
hoping the four of us will get together for a 
fashion show and fuck-in.—J.S., Anaheim, 
Calif. 


Good fishing 

We are three students attending a univer- 
sity ina small, midwestern town of a rather 
conservative nature. Since we are the out- 
doors type, we frequently fish and hunt for 
reasons of recreation and also for putting 
food on our table, which helps our meager 
incomes. 

One bright Saturday afternoon in De- 
cember, we decided to do some ice-fishing 
at a local spot called McDill Pond. After we 
had been out on the ice for some time and 
our jiggling sticks were not getting much 
action, as true fishermen we were waiting 
for something to happen. Then Tim noticed 
three cross-country skiers coming toward 
us across the ice. As they came nearer, we 
noticed that they were females. Two were 
blondes; the other was a brunette, and they 
looked quite sexy in their skiing outfits. 
After the usual small talk, we noticed that 
they were obviously getting cold. Dave 
suggested that we should continue our talk 
over some hot chocolate in the warmth of 
my pickup camper, parked nearby on the 
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THE EVELYN RAINBIRD 
CATALOGUE. 
EVERYTHING FROM 
AGONY TO ECSTASY. 


Imagine. A’sex catalogue worth having 
even if you never buy anything in it. And yer, 
once you have it, youll find it hard to resist doing 
alittle shopping—in the privacy of your home, of 
course. 

The price is just $3.50, which will be applied 
to your first order. So send now. This is one 
catalogue destined to become a collectors 
item in itself. 
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Rainbird Ltd, Dept. LW, PO. Box 6500, Englewood, 
NJ.07631 


shore. The three looked at each other, and 
then Sue, the short-haired blonde, said 
“Sure, sounds good.” 

After downing a cup of hot chocolate, 
Tim suggested something a little stronger 
to take the chill off. He then produced a 
quart of brandy. Afler a few sips things 
really started to “warm up.” Conversation 
urned more toward sex, the girls were 
growing more friendly, and our “jiggling 
poles” steadily grew by the minute. 

Kathy, the quiet one with the long, dark 
hair, made the first move, She kissed Tim 
and slowly slid her hand down his throb- 
bing pole. After this moment of breaking 
the ice, Sue and Karen followed suit. Zip- 
ers were unzipping, and snaps were 
snapping in the warmth of the camper. | lost 
awareness of what was happening around 
me as Karen went down on me. Her mouth 
worked my cock in long, slow strokes as 
she fondled my balls and her long, blonde 
vair flowed over my thighs. My hands 
roamed all over her silky skin, and then | 
began to suck her firm, delicious breasts. 
nen she repositioned herself over me as 
we went to the floor. There | stared into her 
sweet, juicy pussy, and my tongue went to 
work. My hands grasped her tight ass, and 
my tongue probed into every deep, inviting 
crevice. She moaned and moved in 
ecstasy, Alll the while she was reaching be- 
hind me and working my cock with her 
hand. Just before she worked me to climax, 
she grabbed my cock tight, moved back- 


+ 


ward, and positioned her hot cunt on my 
erect muscle. She rode me expertly until | 
exploded. Later, after everyone had cooled 
down, we got dressed, talked, and laughed 
for a while over some more hot chocolate. 
As the shadows began to lengthen, the 
girls decided that they should be moving 
on. Sadly, we bid them good-bye. We will 
never forget the day when the big ones did 
not get away!|—A.A., Stevens Point, Wis 


Play it again, Ma’am! 

When | was in my late teens, | took piano 
lessons from the woman who lived next 
door. Mrs. T. was about twelve years older 
than |, and | was just at the right age to 
appreciate the fact that she was an attrac- 
tive woman: slim but rounded, of medium 
height, with rather sharp features on an 
oval face, which was crowned with 
chestnut hair, She was tanned in the sum- 
mer from assiduous sunbathing, | used to 
watch her in the backyard, gazing wistfully 
as she undid the strap of her bikini bra. 
Once | was watching while hidden in the 
bushes, and overcome with adolescent 
lust, | discreetly opened my pants and lov- 
ingly masturbated my bulging erect man- 
hood in her honor. 

Toward the end of that summer, | re- 
ported for what was to be my last piano 
lesson before school began. As usual, | just 
went in the back door and crossed into the 
living room, where the piano was, | didn't 
hear anyone around, which was not odd, 


because it was during a weekday and Mrs. 
T.'s husband was at work. (They had no 
children.) 

After a couple of minutes of looking over 
my | realized that Mrs. T. had 
not yet appeared, and that | could hear 
water running somewhere down the hall. It 


week's lessor 


struck me that it was an odd time of day for 
her to be taking a shower, especially since 
she was expecting me my but 
that was what 

| walked down the hall toward the bath- 
room, knowing that she might be angry if | 
saw her in the nude but thinking that the 
prospect was too tantalizing to resist. | 
heard the shower door open, and she 
spoke, "Is that you?’ she called, saying my 
name. | coughed and said t it was 
Sorry to keep you waiting,” she said, “but | 
had to take a shower to cool off. Go ahead 
and open the door 

| opened the bathroom door slowly, and 
the fog of the shower steam filtered out 
There she was, not naked but nearly so 
drying her hair with one towel while another 
was wrapped around the torso of her drip- 
ping body, Mrs, T. gave me a broad smile 
Guess |'m not what some people would 
call ‘decent,’ " she said, “but I'm covered." 
She went on drying her hair. The sight of her 
like that aroused me powerfully. | began to 
get hard, and my cock started angling 
away from my leg and pressing against my 
Bermuda shorts 

Mrs, T. took her time, and | noticed that 
the towel that covered her from her nipples 
to her ass was not securely held in place. In 
fact, with every movement she made, it 
slipped further down, | said nothing as she 
chatted idly and daubed herself with per 
fume. The scent made me even hornier, if 
such a thing were possible 

In another moment it happened: the 
towel fell, and instead of quickly covering 
herself, Mrs. T. just turned and looked at 
She smiled knowingly. “It's a good 
thing we're friends,” she said, “or | might be 
embarrassed. Anyway, that’s what you 
wanted to see anyway, isn'tit?" | didn'tsay a 
thing—my throat was closed with lust. “| 
dont even mind,” she added, coming 
closer, “if you jerk off while watching me 
sunbathe. Oh, yes, | saw you. | was flat- 
tered. But that really didn’t satisfy you, did 
it? It certainly doesn't satisfy me—not 
when there's a handsome young boy 
around and all | can see of him is his stiff 
prick inside his pants 

| was amazed and ashamed, but still 
very, very hard, She was only inches away, 
and she was more beautiful than | had ever 
known before. Her hand came to the snap 
of my shorts, Undid it, unzipped me, and 
quickly pulled my shorts and underwear 
off. “Ah, now that's more like it,” she said 
breathing deeply, and knelt in front of me. | 
couldn't believe it, but | loved it. She kissed 
the circumcised head of my cock and then 
cradled it between her breasts. | couldn't 
hold back, and | shot off a big load 

But that wasn't the end of it. Mrs. T. soon 
pulled off my shirt and sneakers and led 
me naked into the living room. There, be- 
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The most beautiful book about love ever! 


Love Games 


the illustrated guide to sexual adventure! 


It's finally here! The book everyone who likes to love 
has been waiting for.-All those subtle variations you've 
always dreamed about are here demonstrated for 
you by two of the most beautiful people you've ever 
seen.:A wondertul young couple — a blond Adonis and 
his sultry Oriental-partner:— explore the 

outer limits of ecstasy and eroticism, LOVE 
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Yet, with Rough Rider, 
aman gives up nothing. 
Its super-sensitive latex = 
lets him feel all her pleasure. 2 
And it's lubricated 
silky-smooth with warm, dry 
stronger than regular tex- SK-70 * silicone. Send for BI 
tured condoms. your order today. 
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The first and only 
condom covered from head 
to shaft with 468 raised 
Pleasure Studs. 

Women find the 
sensations irresistible, much 


12 Rough Rider Studded Condoms for $4.00 
22 Special Assorted Condoms for $5.00) 

50) Deluxe Assorted Condoms for $10 () 

120 Super Deluxe Assorted 
Condoms for $20.00 


s) 


Cash 
mo. LAcct.* 

Money Back guarantee. Orders shipped in discreet packages 
New 32:page Catalog $1, (Free with order) | 


Expires 


—— 


Signature —_ 


Name——___ = | 


Address city — State zip 


223 


NATIONALLY ADVERTISED BRANDS! @ 
CONDOMS BY MAIL! 


SENT FIRST CLASS IN UNMARKED WRAPPER. | 
INDULGE! Econo-Pack (50 condoms in all) for only 
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Ucet gossamer thin sensitive condoms designed for | 
| et pleasure 


[D] 12 Natural 
Lamb $10 


S24 CONDONS 
6 BRANDS $6 


‘e o100 


12 Fourex CONDOMS 8 
2 % ca ~~) BRANDS $20 
| | $12.50 012 CONDOMS 


5 FRENCH 4 BRANDS $3. 


| TICKLERS $5.00 SHIPPED OVERNIGHT | 
World Population Control. Dept. 252 

160 Amherst St., E. Orange, New Jersey 07019 gy | 

M™ Sold on Money Back Guarantee ill 


GLAMOUR MODELS 


EXCITING FULL NUDE SLIDES 


8mm Nude Color Film-$22.00 
8 Full Nude Film -$2.00 
also B&W’ & Color Prints & Nes 
Send $1 for illustrated Catalogues 
and 2 Color sides 
Write to STARFIRE, Dept_T-s 
PO.Box 5363 Sherman Oaks, CA 91403 


AGREAT AID FOR SEX 
FROM ANYANGLE. 


for di Y ee : 
EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD.™ 


fore ihe piano, she threw a few cushions 
onto the floor and pulled me down on my 
back. In practically no time she had sucked 
and caressed my penis into a new erection, 
which she praised for its size and stiffness 

"That's a big one," she said. “Bigger than 
my husband's.” | felt very pleased, espe- 
cially when she stood up and kissed me 
deeply with her tongue and then straddled 
me and lowered her moist and waiting cunt 
onto my hard prick, “Ooh, | love it,” she 
groaned, moving up and down | moved 
nside her and thrust as best | could in this 
position, and we came at almost the same 
time 

We fucked twice more before we left off 
and | went home. The piano lesson was 
forgotten, of course, but | went back the 
next day and the day after for more “les- 
sons.” | loved it, especially the delicious 
sensation of sliding into her belly, fondling 
her dark nipples as her breasts danced 
over me, and shc 0tING my sperm as sne 
told me how satisfying to her my big cock 
was 

It was so enjoyable that in the remaining 
two weeks before school started, | visited 
her every day. We never made love less 
than twice and often three or four times 
After school started, things got a little les 
hot and heavy, but | never hear a piano 
playing without thinking of the playing 
around we did, That was one lady who 
seemed in real need of a tune-up!—Name 
and adoaress withheld 
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YOU CAN DO MORE FOR 


EACH OTHER! 
...with EROS-22, the Total System of 
mutual self-gratification! 


At last! A complete system of sensual development has 
been designed by clinical experts...a system that will allow 
you and your partner to reach new peaks of mutual 
pleasure. to explore the outer limits of satisfaction! 


ACTS OF LOVE—The EROS-22 Guide to Lovemaking 
One of the most detailed and explicitly illustrated guides to 
lovemaking techniques ever published, this manual of new 
sensual dimensions offers you page atter page of highly 
sophisticated love techniques and includes 70 mind-opening 
photographs that are sure to arouse and inspire even the 
most inhibited lover! 

TOUCH ME —The EROS-22 Love Cream 
Just the tiniest amount of this remarkable new cream will 
excite and sensitize you both. Its warm, soothing and 
titillating sensations are a constant invitation to the both of 
you —an invitation to expand and explore each other! 

i 


Valentine Products, Inc. ER-185 
P.O, Box 5200, FDR Station, N-Y., N.Y. 10022 


| _ Check one 

| © Please rush my Eros-22 system to me ina plain package today. | | 
have enclosed my check or money order for $29.95 plus $2.00 

| postage and handling ($31.95. New York residents add sales 
lax), Please include my FREE catalog of Erotica 

lo I prefer not to order the Eros-2? system now but enter my sub- | 

| scription to Valentine's complete cataog of Erotica, Enclosed is 

j $209 Void where pained! 

! Name | 

| Signature 1 

H (1am over 18 years of age), 

THE TEMPTATION EROS-22 STIMULATOR | 
Truly the world's most versatile vibrator! Not only | Address t 
does your Temptation vibrate but it recreates a | - | 
natural motion by expanding and contracting to pci | 
stimulate and probe with its gentle actions! | 5 2 | 

OUR GUARANTEE! fe a H 
If the EROS-22 System does not add a totally | I] (Ey LI | 
new dimension to your love relationship, return it imerrame vo | | | | | Exp. Date | 
in 30 days for a complete refund. ..no questions | GieankAmertoeray CpatssiecCheye aa oe | 


asked! You have nothing to lose and a lifetime of 


new-found delights to gain! | Canadian residents send orders 10 Valentine. P.O. Box 4077. | 
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Shutter-buggery 
\'m twenty-six years old and have been 
married for three years. My wife, Sandy, is 
twenty-three years old and has a body that 
has never failed to keep my attention or 
give me an erection. She has straight 
blonde hair that flows down her back. Her 
five-feet-three frame is endowed with firm 
breasts and large, pink nipples to go along 
with her very shapely legs and round, firm 
ass. People tell me that she looks like 
Chery! Ladd, and | have to agree. Being a 
gymnast helps keep her body in great 
shape and makes for some exciting posi- 
tions 

However, Sandy enjoys giving me head 
more than the average woman does Our 
favorite way is for her to dress up in a pair of 
panty hose and high heels. Then she 
kneels in front of me, kissing my thighs and 
stomach, occasionally letting her chin rub 
against my cock until it's hard. She then 
begins to suck me very slowly with tight 
lips. Since we've been married, she has 
learned to swallow my whole cock, right 
down to my balls. She continues this until | 
tell her I'm about to come, and then she 
swallows my whole cock until | stop com- 
ing. She then keeps sucking until I’m totally 
limp and drained. We then wait until | can 
get it up again and repeat the procedure 
two or three times. (You can see why | say 
she likes it more than most women.) 

Just recently, though, the marriage | 
thought was perfect took a turn for the 


worst, My job as a photographer takes me 
out of town for days at a time, and one day | 
suddenly wondered if she was being faith- 
ful to me with all that free time on her hands 

Well, two weeks ago, when | came home 
a day early, my worst fears were confirmed. 
| decided to go in the back door to surprise 
Sandy. As | passed the bedroom window, | 
heard voices. | looked in, and my heart 
almost jumped out of my chest when | saw 
Sandy on her knees, giving some guy a 
blowjob, | away window, 
pulled my car around the block, and came 
back with my camera to get some pictures 
| looked in the window again, and she was 
still sucking the guy, who | now realized was 


crept from. the 


Sam, her gym teacher. He's in his early 
thirties and has a great body Sandy was 
eating him, Using slow, hard sucking 
strokes, which consumed his whole cock. | 


was heartbroken to see my wife enjoying 
another man's cock in her mouth, but | was 
| must admit 


also very excited 

Sandy must have been suc 
long lime, because | could see saliva drip- 
ping from his balls. | was wondering how 
long he could last, because | know how 
hard Sandy sucks me. Soon he started 
moaning louder and gr abbed her head, 
and forth real hard 
was holding his hips. He then 
groan as she swallowed him to the balls 
and grabbed his ass with both hands. After 
inti! he 


ng him fora 


pulling it back while she 


let out a 


he came, she sucked him went 


limp, Sam then lay on my bed. and Sandy 


How to Save Your Hair. 


a i a EY I GL 
Head Start. Plus A Report That Can Be The Key To Saving Your Hair. 
SS TS SR EY I ST 


Even before the time of 
modern medicine, baldness 
was a universal fear of man. 

Recently, however, scien- 
tists, researchers, and dermatolo- 
gists have discovered new findings 
related to the origin of baldness. 

hese “conservative” men 
of science have delved into the 
actual biochemical mechanisms 
of hair growth with the aid of 
electron-tracing techniques and 
unearthed a number of amazing 
discoveries. One being that: 

As much as 70% of all 
baldness is not caused by hered- 
ity. This means you have a 70% 
chance of preventing and even 
reversing the causes of bald- 
ness. Ass few as eight years ago, 
scientists would have thought 
this impossible, then only 10% 
of all baldness was believed to 
be nonhereditary. 

However, there is no one single and simple answer to 
7 the cause of baldness. But there are a num- 
ber of scientifically-based therapies that are 
proven to be real solutions to the problem of 
hair loss. 

For example: a New York dermatologist 
has isolated one cause of hair loss and dis- 
covered a simple, safe, and effective cure; two 
dermatologists from Finland have isolated 
another cause of baldness and developed an 
nai) workable therapy to revitalize hair growth. A Mexican 
doctor found another proven cause of baldness and, here again, 
he researched a solution from 20 years of intensive clinical study, 

Now read about these and other provocative discover- 
ies, from the exciting world of modern hair growth and hair 
care research, distilled into laymen’s terms, and presented 
to you in an attractive book, How To Save Your Hair, 
compiled by A. G. Braswell, a nationally prominent hair 
care specialist. 

Hair Won’t Grow Without Certain Nutrients. 

One principle, hair researchers agree upon 
unanimously, is the importance of quality nu- 
trition for healthy hair growth. re are 
certain nutrients (vitamins and minerals) 
which are vital to healthy hair and, when 
in short supply, can result in hair loss. 
This is an undisputed scientific fact. 

Eight years ago A.G. Braswell 
discovered the secret of nutritional 
supplementation to aid hair growth 


and to prevent nutrition-related causes 
of hair loss. HEAD START 
VITAMINS FOR YOUR HAIR 


was A. G. Braswell’s discov- 
ery, and with this product he 
has revolutionized the thinking in 
the hair care industry. 

Today, Mr. Braswell is 
continually working hand in 
hand with top dermatologists, 
nutritionists, and biochemists to 
develop other effective methods 
of dealing with the multi-faceted 
problem of baldness. 

New Improved Head Start. 

Now, this research has 
made Head Start even better. 
Head Start is not a magical 
baldness remedy; science has 
taught us that magical cures do 
not exist. Only with thoroughly 
sound, scientifically-based ther- 
apies, such as Head Start, do 
you have any chance of success 
in dealing with hair loss. 

Head Start is a balanced 
"blend of vitamins and minerals 
proven essential to hair growth. 

Can Your Hair Be Saved? Yes! 

A. G. Braswell saved his hair and you can, too! 

Head Start is a balanced blend of vitamins 
and minerals proven essential to healthy hair. 

Can Your Hair Be Saved? Yes! 

‘The number of women who have saved their 
hair and actually improved its condition the Head 
Start way is incalculable, but that select group is being added to 
every day as Head Start’s popularity grows. 

pecial Offer On “How To Save Your Hair’ And 
New Improved Head Start Vitamins. 
Let Head Start Vitamins work for you, too, along with 
the book, How To Save Your Hair. When you order 
Head Start, you will receive a copy of How To Save 
Your Hair both for just $9.95. It can be the best 


investment you'll ever make for your hair. 


E] 


(90005) Send bottle(s) of Head Start Vitamins along § 
with a copy of How To Save Your Hair, both for just $9.95. 
Add $1.00 for postage and handling. 


Tenclose my: (] check 


money order 
Please charge to my: Card expiration date 
(VISA (Bank Americard) 


D Master Charge. 

Name = 

Address 

City ——= _ State. ——— 2p 

Mail to: Head Start “Braswell In«. 1979 
P.O. Box 10064 


PHHS 
ae Ga, 30319 
retail distribution — contact: 
Head Start Retail “470 E. Paces Ferry Rd., Atlanta, Ga. 39305. 
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TEXTURED! 
FLEXIBLE! 
MULTI-SPEED! 


All you could desire in a vibrator. 
Prominenttoxturingstimulates 
your smallest nerve endings. A 
quick twist adjusts the speed from 
a gata pulse to a potent throb. 
Soft pliable ‘nude’ rubber bends 
and caresses—like the real thing. 
8” of sheer ecstasy, Batteries in- 
cluded. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Void where prohibited. 
Free Otfer: One year subscrip- 
tion toa beautiful full-color catalog 
of sex aids, books, condoms, men's 
and women's sensuous clothing & 
more, FREE WITH EVERY ORDER. 
©1978, ROMEO 


(vibrator + tree subscription, $9.95 (1 catalog, SOc 
Send order, name & address to: ROMEO, Dept., PH-17 
P.O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 


ROMEO ™. your source of pleasure 


Sexual 
Best Seller 


An impressive 
array of sex tech- 
niques that will 
turn a routine sex 
life into one of 
adventure and in- 
tensity, Foreplay, 
afterplay, and ab- 
solutely | every- 
thing in between is revealed in hundreds of micro-clear 
action photos in this all-new best seller. An unbelievable 
variety of positions for sexual intercourse. 224 power pack- 
ed pages of mainly photographs, mast in color, teach you 
how to increase and eroticize your partner's sexual response. 
A complete release from traditional sex. Only $9.50. 


CONDOM SPECIAL 


Enjoy the newest and most modern condoms at greatly 
reduced prices. Deluxe condom sampler of nationally- 
advertised brands like Rough Rider, Trojan, Stimula, Sensa~ 
tions, Pleaser and Snugs, Every conceivable feature in 
condoms is offered . . . textured, preshaped, studs, thins, 
lubricated, transparent and colors. 38 condoms, only $7.95 
Free Offer: One year subscription to a beautiful full-color 
catalog of sex aids, books, condoms, men’s and women's 
sensuous clothing & more. FREE WITH EVERY ORDER 


CO) Sexual Positions book + free subscription . 
C1Deluxe condom special + tree subscription 
B80 ‘ok + condoms + subscription, onl 
CSubscriptionaione ecco 
Send your order to: ROMEO ™, Dept. PH16 
P. O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 | 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL REFUND 


THERE ARE UP TO 
32 REASONS 
WHY YOU'LL LOVE 


Tecth. Your lover's essential 

but sometimes irritating teeth. 
Now they can be covered with 
Honeysuckle? Treat yourself 

to a sensation that's better than 
anything you've ever felt before 
You'll experience sensuous 
tidges of rippling pleasure as 
you slip and slide over 
Honeysuckle. 

It takes only seconds to 
custom fit Honeysuckle over upper 
or lower teeth. Made of soft. pliable 
hygienic material, Honeysuckle 
is washable, reusable and 
completely comfortable 

Find delight in the delicious 
new sensation of Honeysuckle. It 
will give you up to 32 reasons to 
thank your lover. 


Order Honeysuckle now and receive 

free a vial of Sensualizer Lubricant 
For each Honeysuckle, send a check 
or money order for $9.95, plus $1.50 
for postage and handling to 


FOXFIRE, LTD.” 


Dept. T, P.O. Box 5198 
Cleveland, Ohio 44101 


Ohio residents add 5%2% sales tax 
Allow 3 to 5 weeks for delivery. 


came in with a few beers. They watched 
television for a while, and then he_started 
stroking her nipples. He reached around 
and grabbed her bottom, squeezing her 
cheeks until she squealed with delight. 
Suddenly, he pulled her over onto his lap 
and started carefully fingering her behind, 
after wetting his fingers in his mouth 

,she immediately started wriggling 
around and begged him to fuck her there 
He placed her on her knees on the bed and 
then stood up so as to have the proper 
angle of insertion, because the little 
cocksucker's backside was propped up so 
high. They started fucking furiously, like two 
dogs in heat, his cock slapping against her 
cheeks, while her hand furiously rubbed 
her own steamy clit. | couldn't believe she 
was so shameless. After what seemed like 
hours, he screamed that he was about to 
come, held her around the waist, and 
shoved himself even further into her. She let 
out a low moan herself and trembled a little 
as he pulled out of her. 

At this point | went to the nearest gin mill 
for a few drinks. Then | called Sandy to tell 
her that I'd be home soon. Although I've 
decided not to mention the episode to her, | 
have the pictures hidden away for a rainy 
day. !'ll never again turn down a piece of ass 
myself, but | don't want to confront her with 
what she did, because she’s still the best 
piece of ass I've ever had—even ifitisn’tan 
entirely faithful one! —Name and address 
withheld 
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Much ado about nothing 
The experience that | would like to relate 
happened while | was cramming for an 
exam. | am a college student at a small 
midwestern college, and my major is Eng- 
lish. Anyway, it was about 10:30 PM., and | 
was in the top level of the library. | had been 
studying most of the afternoon for a Shake- 
speare test and was preparing to call it a 
night. Glancing across the room, | caught a 
glimpse of this leg not very far from my 
table, Looking closer, | noticed that it was 
rocking back and forth, back and forth, Not 
thinking more, | continued gathering my 
books. But then | noticed heavy breathing 
and sighing mixed with an occasiona 
whimper. Curiosity got the best of me; so 
went to have a look, Not wishing to disturb 
whoever was behind that shelf, | ap- 
proached the person from the back, As 
headed toward the opposite end of the 
aisle, | made out many sounds. Finally, 
reached the aisle, and there | found one of 
the assistant librarians squatting. She had 
her skirt pulled up over her thighs, and 


around one of those luscious white appen-. 


dages was a pair of red panties trimme 
with black lace. Looking closer, | could also 
see a Stain vertically down the center of 
them, It was black and wet, and the aroma 
rose from her snatch like sweet perfume 
By this time | was almost breathing down 
her neck, but she didn't even realize that | 
was there. She had both her hands down 
between her legs, and she was jamming 


come-soaked fingers in and out of a hairy, 
brown cunt that was running with her juices. 

| could hear squishing noises her pussy 
made every time she would finger-fuck to 
the very depth of her open love box. Every 
once and a while she would close her 
thighs and make a lunging motion; then 
she would slide her fingers out of her cunt 
and lick them. She seemed to be having 
some trouble with keeping her skirt high 
enough up her thighs; so | reached down 
and slid the crisp material back for her. At 
first, she seemed startled, but then she just 
leaned back into me so that | could take 
over. Well, | pulled her thighs further apart 
and then reached into her slick pussy and 
found her clitoris. With my left hand | pulled 
those silky lips up and toward her stomach 
until that love button stuck out like a three- 
legged racehorse. With my right hand | 
started stroking her slippery little bud. She 
began clapping her legs again and throw- 
ing her head back and began licking my 
neck and ears. This caused me to lean to 
my work more studiously; so | started 
cramming one, two, and finally three fin- 
gers into her cunt, which was open and 
gushing like a stream. As | peeped down 
between her gaping legs, | saw how the 
chestnut pussy hair was parted, and on the 
ends of those cunt strands were drops of 
come. Her slick lips were spread apart, and 
where there used to be a slit, now there was 
a wet, slimy, musky hole. When | finally 
managed to get three fingers into her bush, 


she started squirming and twisting about 
Since | had been concentrating so hard on 
getting my fingers up into her channel, | had 
neglected her protruding clit So, with 
tives fingers ei nside her, | circled her love 
button with my thumb. This started her moan- 
Ing and whimpering even more; so! keptitup 
until she came. | could feel the juice easing 
down my fingers into my palm, and it caused 
my cock to surge and throb, 

Having had just about enough of this po: 
sition, | fell back onto the cold tiles. By 
doing this, | lost contact with her streaming 
box. She didn't like that at all; so she turned 
and climbed up my chest until that soaked 
gash was poised at my chin. Anxiously, | 
gazed up at her hole, which seemed to be 
opening and closing 
where the come had run down to her anus 
Suddenly, she began lunging and rocking 
her pussy in the air; then she grabbed the 
back of my head and pulled it into her juic 


1S 


ness. She was rubbing her open hole over | 


my nose, and | was sticking my tongue far 
into her bush when, all of a sudden, she 
reached down and pulled her wet pussy 
lips far apart and gasped, “Suck it! Suck 
it!" Sliding my tongue from her hole, | 
wrapped my lips around the top of her cunt, 
where her clitoris was rising out from soft 
wet, pussy-soft skin. While | sucked, | 
flipped my tongue across and around that 
starter button of hers. She held my head in 
that position until | heard one low, deep 
moan, and then the juices really started to 
flow. Her come was running down my 
cheeks, and it was all that | could do to 
swallow what was in my mouth 

As | had had no relief since the whole 
episode started, | jerked my zipper open, 
pulled out my straining cock, and slid her 
back down my torso until | could feel the 
heat from her muff. Slowly, she eased down 
on me until just my throbbing cock head 
was covered. She knew that she was tan- 
talizing me; so she kept it up awhile. My 
cock became so hard that it hurt, and it felt 
Ss if it were going to explode. Finally, | 
eached behind her and grabbed her by 
the ass, forcing my rod deep into her tight, 
succulent pleasure hole. Immediately, she 
began bouncing and riding me. After two 
or three minutes of this, | felt the come 
Starting to build in my prick. She was al- 
ready having her third orgasm when my 
load erupted into the flow of her own pussy 
juices. 

Because we were not in a position to lie 
back and enjoy ourselves, | pulled my 
rock-hard cock from her frothing cunt. She 
was still grinding and making fucking mo- 
tions and begging me to keep going. | 
would have loved to oblige her, but the li 
brary closed at 11:00, and we must have 
been balling for fifteen minutes already; so 
there was no time. But she insisted; so | 
started stroking my prick to let her know 
that! was willing to make a concession, She 
stood and led me into an old exit that en- 
tered a fire escape. After she closed the 
door to the exit, it became almost totally 
dark. The next thing that | Knew, she had me 
on my back and was straddling my head 


and | could see | 
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UNLIMITED 
Lifetime 
INCOME 


Elias Box 47 Dept 20 
Brooklyn,NY.11219 ~ 


UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Kodacolor 12Ex. $3.90, 24Ex. $6.90, 36Ex, $9.90 
Ektachrome Slides 20Ex. $2.50, 36Ex. $3.50 


All 8mm Movies $3, Color reprints $.25 
Five Color copies & neg, of Polaroid $2, 


Spectra Pi P.O, Box 4958P 


Syracuse, N.Y. 13221 


EROTIC GLAMOUR 

The world’s finest selection of 
female sensuality in 35mm Color 
Slides and Super 8 Movies. Fea- 
turing outstanding models such 
as Linda Gordon (pictured) and 
over 100 others. 

CATALOG & 3 SAMPLE SLIDES $1 
CATALOG & SAMPLE MOVIE $3 
THE LATENT IMAGE 
Box 2139, N. Hollyw'd, CA 91602 


AUTHENTIC 
BULL SEMEN JEWELRY 
Attractive eye-catching, 
y transparent. ampule. 
1 3/8 inches x 3/8 inches octuol sire 


NATURAL NIPPLES 
Underwired nylon lace hait-cups 


Rippon trim ‘on adjust 
05. White with Blue trim 
or "Black with Red tom 

asic 


MIGHTY MITE 


Nylon trioot. Sm. Med, Lo 


@ 22.4476 for $8.50 
EYE POPPER 

Sheer nylon pouch! Opaaue nyton 
init sides and back Black, Red 
of Nude. Smal, Medium, Large, 


X-Large. 
Dl 10-0166 $4.80 each: 2 for 38 


RIP "EM OFF 
y-away tab sides! Sheer nylon 


ederick: 


p08 
‘evar! Over 200 new Pratepraohs 
in blazing color and 

white. Also includes 
foreplay contracepti 
methods, hygiene and 
much more} 

#5-9248 224 pages $9.95 


——s 
Dept re | 
Pretantendinatatowing ues forse by Sa numoen: 


Nf sem on | | re 
| st Ue | 
Dorr Ou | 


I ae — 
1.35 shipping charge first item. 


money [Prrevcnck’s SOF HOLLYWOOD 
back 6610 Hollywood Boulevard 
guarantee Hollywood, California 90028 


sok, wie + Rod. Small, Med: FREE* i] ae ae rs ’ one I 
Jum, Caran, X-Lge us BS each additional item, 
wy steters ior sa CATALOG & eri etsemesas sets Sonny, NoCO-s 
$4.50 eacn 
*with your order or send 1 
Layali dic rites SNS $2 for 11 issues (one full year) or = l 
glamour-aueen G-string. Adiust $3 for a two-year subscription. 
Je straps. Nylon tricot. G-string x : nen 
has cotton crotch. Black or Peach. Frederick's of Hollywood giant | seas 1 
B e343” 2008, $45 fashion-filled catalog. Hundreds Cy as 
ofall reser wise, ortwear, oe ar tnacvoncaracr 


lingerie, foundations, shoes, more! 


©1979 All rights reserved, 


‘Subscriptions ONLY in U.S.A. 


enctore ($2 (1) issues) ([] $3 (two yonr sutncription) 
Loo Gath 
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TEXTURED CONDOMS 
FOR THE SENSUOUS 


Now! Sample 7 textured contraceptive brands 
(48 textured condoms in all) for only $12.50 


Enjoy famous, 
nationally 
advertised 
condoms 

at dramatic 
discounts. 
Textured 

sampler 

includes 

Arouse,™ Rough 
Rider, Trojan 
Ribbed, X-T-C,™ 
Stimula 

Climax 

Other samplers 
include Nuda, 
Trojans and more. 
From Federal, 
America's oldest, 
largest and most 
trusted mail order 
condom company. 
Shipped same day 
received. Plain wrapper 
assures complete privacy. 


INSTANT CREDIT CARD ORDERING . . 
CALL TOLL-FREE 800-621-4779 
Minos residents call collect: 312-973-4400 
Federal Pharmacal, Inc. Dept PHS79 
6652 N. Western Ave hicago, | 
Please rush (in pl 


($10.00 min.) 


ampler 
0 brands — 50 condoms 

] $12.50 Textur pl 
7 brands — 48 textured con 


feoewueyd [esape4 6L6L 


aluc) 
free with order 
Check Cash. M.O. 


Enclosed is 2 
Credit Card Order 


M.C., Visa/B.A 


Expires__ 


Signature 


z 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded 


A PASSIONATE 
OUTCRY AGAINST 
THE OPPRESSION 

OF HOMOSEXUALS. 
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again. | went to my work with great fervor. 
With quick, fluid motions, | began to give 
her pussy a line job. | started by licking the 
silky cunt hair that sprouted around her 
beautiful cock pit; then | let my tongue run 
the lenath of her hole 

When | reached the bottom of that deli- 
cious slit, | worked my tongue back and 
forth, while my nose began to dig into her 
behind. She really loved this, because then 
she squatted further down on my face. That 
tight little anus of hers began to open up 
and suddenly | found the tip of my nose 
buried in her hairy back door. All the while 
she was sucking my rod with her wet 
mouth, She was making slurping noises 
and every once and a while her lips would 
smack. She was tonguing my dick head as 
if it were a 
throated me in such a way that it seemed 
that her mouth was grateful. | be 
engrossed in her cock-sucking expertise 
that | streaming bush was 
suspended above my face. No sooner had 
this thought entered my mind than she had 
that sodden pu down on my face again 
Once again | stuck my nose into her gaping 
t 


sucker. She licked and deep- 
same sé 


forgot that her 


ole and flipped her cunt-button with my 
ongue. Every time | inhaled in her cunt it 
would make a slurping noise, and she 
would keep this up until her cunt was tight 
and narrow. Soon she was sucking and slid- 
ing like some kind of fucking machine 
| felt my juices 
then | was shooting my load into her moutt 
and she was drinking it all down, just as | 
was drinking her flow down 
Slowly, we rose and began to fix our 
clothes, Then she noticed that she had left 
her come-stained panties on the floor out- 
side, behind the bookcase. When we went 
to retrieve them, they were gone. She just 
laughed and said that whoever had them 
would enjoy them. | just smiled and agreed 
and then we left, As we were walking out of 
the lobby, | saw my Shakespeare professor. 
but he didn't notice me: so | made no effort 
to greet him. The next day in class | passed 
the exam with flying colors. Incidentally, the 
test happen ad to cover two of Shake 
speare’s more famous plays, As You Like It 
and Much Ado about Nothing. Later, when 
my professor asked why | had done so well 
on the test, | simply told him that | had found 
application to be the best way to remember 
something. He just smiled as if he knew 
what | was talking about. That was when | 
noticed something red and black sticking 
out from the corner of his desk. We both just 


All of 


a sudden start to rise, and 


laughed and walked away.—Name and 
address withheld 
Toss-up 


In your January 1979 issue you included an 
article on tossing. Well, | think you ought to 
set off a section for tossing letters in your 
Forum" because | know there are a lot of 
people out there who toss like hell. I'm one 

I'm a nineteen-year-old freshman at an 
eastern college, and I've been into tossing 
ever since | got down here. The first taste | 
got of it was when | was trying to pick up a 
really foxy chick at one of the drinking spots 
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downtown, and before | knew it, she had 
her hand unzipping my fly right under the 
table. We were in a dark booth; so no one 
saw us, and she was at my side. Ina minute 
flat she was trying to suck my life's blood 
out of me. After | lost my load, | told her that 
I'd like her to come back to my room, but 
she just laughed and said, "Come on, what 
do you think | am?” and she got up and left 
laughing, without even zipping me back 
up. That really blew my mind! A couple of 
weeks later | was walking to my dorm from 
one of my classes when | heard a girl yell 
Hey! You! Come up here!” It was the same 
girl, hanging out her window. 

So! went on up there, and there she was 
in the hallway; and when she saw me, she 
threw me into her room. She stood there 
and took off her jeans (she wasn't wearing 
any panties) and reached for mine. | took 
her hands to draw her near me. but she 
threw me down on the bed and said, “I’m in 
charge here.” | could have smacked her 
but the whole thing was so crazy that | just 
laughed. She took off my jeans and strad 
dled my crotch while | still had my shorts 
on. She rubbed back and forth, getting my 
shorts all wet with her beautiful love juice 
and risking getting them even wetter with 
mine. She slid down and removed them 
with one hand and massaged my balls with 
the other. Then she sat back up and squat- 
ted down on my prick, slipping on down it 
until her swollen clit was grinding into my 
pelvis. She rode up and down with some 


kind of rhythm while | just lay there getting 
laid. With her talent | shot off a gallon into 
her. | thought!'d try to talk her into letting me 
get her off, but | realized what the game 
was; SO | left. Then | decided that jt was my 
turn to be the tosser. 

We had a keg party on my hall, and it 
turned out pretty well. A lot of girls showed 
up, and there were plenty of guys to keep 
them there. | picked out this one brunette 
with a really shapely ass and brought her 
into my room. I've got this really funky setup 
for my room, and while she was standing 
here admiring it, | stuck my hand right in 
her crotch. She jumped back and said that 
she wasn't like that, but | persisted and 
gave her a kiss, sticking my tongue down 
her throat. She kissed me right back; but 
when | slipped my hand inside her sweater, 
she resisted. | just pulled it up halfway off 
pinning her arms and blocking her sight. | 
unsnapped her bra and lifted it to her neck 
and started massaging the two nicely 
shaped tits that were there waiting for me. 

She was wiggling around, but she obvi- 
ously was not trying to get out of my 
clutches, because it wouldn't have been 
hard at all for her to do so. | laid her down on 
the bed and licked and kissed those great 
tits while she began to moan. | worked my 
way to her pants; and when | unsnapped 
them, she started fighting again. | just 
straddled her and pulled them off her kick- 
ing legs. She had gotten out of the sweater 
now and was hitting me, but | swung 


around and planted another kiss on her, 
and she calmed down again, | slipped off 
her panties and moved down to that beauti- 
ful triangle. When my tongue touched her 
pussy lips, she started wiggling around 
again, but | just kept my head right there 
and soon she had her hands on the back of 
my head, with her legs spread wide, and 
was wiggling with quite a bit more rhythm. | 
licked and sucked each of her lips and then 
penetrated her with my tongue, and she 
started moaning like crazy! After a while 
she got to the verge of orgasm, and | gave 
her all | had. When she started coming, she 
was moaning and groaning and bucking 
so hard that | thought she'd throw me right 
off the bed. She started begging me to fuck 
her, but all | wanted to do was to keep my 
tongue right there inside those glistening 
and pulsating lips of hers. She was really 
going nuts now, and so | pulled away to see 
what her reaction would be. She looked up 
at me and pleaded for me to put my rod up 
inside her; but when | told her | didn't have 
any intention of doing so, she started work- 
ing herself with her own hand. She was 
writhing and sighing as she worked her 
finger in and out of her cunt and massaged 
her clit. Just about then my roommate 
Fred, walked in with a chick. He was sur- 
prised when he saw us there but shut the 
door behind him anyway. The girl | was with 
Kim, was so hot that she ran over to him 
dropped to her knees, yanked down his 
pants, and started sucking him hard. The 
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girl Fred was with was shocked at first, and 
| wasn't sure what she was going to do, but 
when she saw Fred with a hold on Kim's 
head, pumping back and forth, and me 
lying there on the bed, she came over and 
said, "| guess it’s a good party, huh?” She 
hopped onto the bed and gave me a good, 
hard kiss and grabbed my rock-hard 
crotch. She pulled down my jeans and slid 
her head down to my pecker. 

She gave me the best blowjob I've ever 
had! She licked her way up and down my 
shaft, the whole time massaging each tes- 
ticle with her hand, and then she slipped 
each one into her mouth and sucked very 
slightly until | could feel them swell to fill her 
mouth. Then she grabbed my rod with a 
tight grip and started moving up and down 
its length, getting faster and faster until | 
could feel that | was ready to come, and 
then she let go. She waited a few seconds 
and did it again and again stopped just 
before | was ready to come, She waited and 
did it a third time, and | was the one going 
nuts now, Then she licked the tip of my cock 
in little circles that got smaller and smaller 
until it seemed as if she were trying to get 
her tongue inside the little hole at the tip, 
and slowly she placed her lips over the 
swollen glans. She would run her tongue 
somewhat down my shaft and then catch 
up with the rest of her mouth. She moved on 
down like this in increments until she had 
my whole cock in her warm, wet mouth. She 
was moaning as loud as | was, and listen- 
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ing to that and seeing Fred, who was hump- 
ing away on Kim, and feeling her mouth 
wrapped around my cock drove me wild 
Just then she lifted her mouth a little, 
placed two fingers at the base of my shaft, 
which somehow cut off the flow of come 
and started moving her mouth up and 
down my prick. She increased her moaning 
just as | did, and she started moving her 
head faster and faster until she was bob- 
bing up and down just as Kim had been 
doing on Fred 

The sensation of her sucking and bob- 
bing while holding back my come was un- 
believable!! | had totally lost control. After 
about four minutes | thought that every inch 
of my body was going to disintegrate, and 
she was groaning like mad. All at once she 
slowed a bit, went all the way down, and let 
go with her fingers, and | let out a yell as | 
lost what seemed like a keg of come. | was 
worn out, but | wanted her But when | 
reached for her smiling face, she pulled up 
and said, "Sorry, thanks for a great time," 
and left. | couldn't believe it. There | was, 
planning on tossing about ten gals that 
night, and | had just been tossed. | laughed 
again and fell asleep with Fred and Kim still 
humping away. When | woke up the next 
morning, Fred had left to go out of town but 
Kim was still there. She said that she 
wanted to thank me for a good time, and 
so | pulled her up on the bed, and we 
fucked like crazy. | told her to leave, and 
she did 


Since then Fred and | have tossed and 
been tossed by who knows how many girls 
| think you should invite all tossers to write in 
and relate their experiences. You'd be sur- 
prised at the number of letters you'd get. 
Come on, everybody. Let us in on it. And 
more power to us all! Name and address 
withheld 


Semitough! 

| am a twenty-year-old girl, and | have had 
an experience similar to one | read about in 
Penthouse last month. | met a twenty- 
three-year-old guy I'll call Gary. | work at a 
diesel gas station, and one night he was 
filling his truck up and spoke to me, He was 
good-looking, sexy, and very muscular. He 
left, saying he'd see me again, and | have to 
admit | didn’t quite believe him. But later 
that night he came back and asked me to 
ride with him on his run. | couldn't resist it 
so | left work on short notice, and the next 
thing | knew we were on the highway. 
couldn't quit staring at his biceps as he 
shifted gears. He'd push in the clutch, and 
every muscle in his body would tense up. It 
made me so hot: muscles always do! 

We didn't speak much for the first part o 
the trip because the engine was too loud. 
All | was wearing was a lacy tank lop over 
my jeans, which I'd pulled down enough to 
expose my cleavage a little. | just lay back 
inthe seat and craved to see the rest of tha 
beautiful body of his. | knew that he felt the 
same about me because | could see by the 


his jeans that he 
was getting larger. Finally, | couldn't stand it 
any more. | asked him if we could move the 


ff the Ee le 


outline of his cock inside 


radio and folders of 
could sit next to him, We dic 
right up next to him and ‘ete and ca 
tessed his hairy chest and baby face 

Then | slowly moved my hand down t 
bulge. He reached over and held my bre. 
with one hand while he drove with the other 
rubbing my nipple betwee is fingertips 
It made me so excited that | pulled off my 
shirt without saying a word and began to 
unzip his jeans, His rock-hard cock sprang 
up at me, and | immediately went down on 
him and kissed and licked it, Itwas so warm 
that | took almost all of it into my mouth and 
throat. | moved on it for just a few minutes 
before he came with a deep grcan and 
made me swallow all his come, holding my 
head against his groin 

I'm not shy at all; so | pulled off the rest c 
my clothes and spread my very long Bes 
so wide that my cunt was practically staring 
him in the face, He fingered my hot pussy 
so much that | nearly went crazy. When he 
finally got around to rubbing my clit, | had 
one of the greatest orgasms of all time. He 
was looking out on the highway and still 
driving, but he kept making me feel good 
with one finger in my anus and another 
massaging my insatiable clit. My naked 
body sprawled out in front of him was 
ecstasy for both of us. We pulled into a rest 
stop and climbed into the sleeper. He let 


so that | 


and then | slid 


me undress him and 
his hard, firm body. Then t 
my smal 
chewed on them for 
hour. He went down t 

y lips and licked it practically dry 
started sucking on my clit until lc 


let me enjoy every 
Int 


} 
) of ssed 


but very horny and 
what 


omy cunt and s 


breasts 
seemed like an 
spread 


Thent 


ame thr 


or four more times 


Finally, he turned me over on my hands 
and knees and entered me with such force 
that | thought I'd rip open ar fucked dog 
gie style till he came and shot out all over 
my ass. | rubbed his come over my body 
and | licked his prick clean. It was one 
experience that |'ll probably never have 
again. But maybe that’s best, because 
could never be as good as it was that first 
time. Take my advice: fuck in a truck. It's 
great! c Cedar Rapids, lowa 
Rachel, Rachel! 


| would like to share with you an experience 
| had recently. Engineering students must 
concentrate on learning the week's ca 
culus lesson, and Saturday nights are often 
spent by us future shapers of technology in 
the solitude of the library. We don't often 
nave time tospend on socializing. However 
a “study break” can be very refreshing, as | 
have learned. 

It was about 11:30 cold Saturday 
night. | was in the library, grinding out prob- 
lems and so absorbed in my studies that | 
failed to notice the girl who had been lean- 
ing against the back of my 


one 


chair, looking 


over my shoulder, She spoke. “What could 
anyone be doing here this late?" | was star- 
tled and turned around so quickly that the 
slipped from my hand and rolled 
the table. She had a bright face, 
a smile slipped across her lips 
he noted my surprise 
observer. | stammered 


penc 

across 
and when 
at finding a casual 
a few words, and 
she soon swung herself into the chair next 
to me. We chatted, and my gaze slipped 
to her tight sweater containing two 
She said it was 


down 
large, well-shaped breasts 

4 shame | was grinding on Saturday night 
and asked me to come by to her dorm room 
with her for a drink and to party with her and 
her boyfriend. At the word boyfriend, my 
heart sank, but | had finished my work, and 
her boobs shook like Jell-O beneath that 
thin sweater. She squirmed in her chair, and 
| had a feeling that this night would 
exceptional 


be 


We got to her dorm room, and her boy 
friend was there waiting, reading the new 
copy of Penthouse. He was a jock, the one 


type of student most rea/ students love to 
He was well built afd his muscles 
Seeried to bulge out of his shirt. He had 
blond hair and a sunburned face. Rachel 
handed me my drink, and we talked for a 
while. They were intelligent, and the drink 


was relaxing, Soon we were all happily 


chatting away, when, suddenly, to my 
shock, her boytriend, Rick, stood up and 
unzipped his pants! As if on cue, Rachel 


Started sucking him off right there in front of 
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me! | couldn't believe it! He quickly be- 
came erect, and using some quick 
trigonometry from where | was sitting, | cal- 
culated his cock to be about ten and a half 
inches long, give or take a centimeter. | 
have a small dick, barely six inches, but it 
started bulging with all its might against my 
pants. | felt too uncomfortable and awk- 
ward to whip it out right there and pound in 
tune to Rachel's sucking and slurping of 
Rick's monstrous meat and just pressed 
my knees together and watched. Rick 
came all over Rachel's face, and the two sat 
down, Rick stuffing his now limp dong back 
into his pants, and Rachel cleaning her 
face with a handy Kleenex. Soon they re- 
sumed conversation with me 

The situation went back to normal so 
quickly that | blinked. Had | just dreamed 


it? Did Rachel suck Rick off right there in 
front of me? | had been studying hard lately 
but have a strong mind and am able to 
reason Clearly. My 3.95 GPA attests to that 
(that includes a C | got in an ancient history 
course that | had to take last semester be- 
cause it was required). | de d the best 
course of action would be to ignore the 
strange previous event and to continue the 
conversation. 

Rachel was dynamic. When she spoke 
she waved her arms and jumped in her 
seat, Her tits bounced around in that 
damned sweater like cantaloupes on tight 
springs. | wondered what those jugs looked 
like exposed. | felt like a piece of lead 
sitting there in that chair, the alcohol slowly 
working on my brain 

Rachel mentioned that her roommate 
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would be by soon. She giggled and said 
that her roommate often came home early 
Friday nights, sexually frustrated after an 
evening of dinner and symphony, nothing 
more, with her celibate law student boy- 
friend. Just then the door opened a crack, 
and her roommate arrived and peered in. 
You two aren't going at it, are you? Can | 
come in?" she said, giggling from the hall- 
way. She meant Rachel and Rick 

Her roommate stepped into the room, 
and | gazed at an incredibly beautiful 
woman. She was small but had two jugs 
that would need about four hands al- 
together to handle. Her pants were so tight 
that | could see the shape of her cunt 
Who's this?” she wondered aloud, looking 
al me, Rachel introduced us and explained 
to her roommate where she had found me 
How dreary, dear boy.” she said, eyeing 
me. "You should have some fun some- 
time." Rachel gave her roommate, Gail, a 
drink, and Gail and | start 
tion. 


a conversa- 
Gail was a medical student, and we 
discussed scientific principles and biology 
labs 

Suddenly, Rachel jumped up. “Hey!" she 
exclaimed, “now that there are four of us, 
we can really have some fun!" | couldn't 
believe my ears. Rachel pulled her sweater 
over her head, and two enormous tits 
bounced out, which Rick immediately 
began to fondle. Gail pulled my cock out of 
my pants and began to jerk it off Rick 
plunged his meat deep into Rachel as she 
moaned appreciatively. Gail took off all her 
clothes and stood in front of me, in all her 
naked glory. She began to play with her clit 
right there, head back, breasts bouncing 
with her movements. All | could keep think- 
ing was “I am really going to have this 
woman," | dropped to my knees and began 
to suck on her cunt, lapping away at this 
beautiful creature, my penis aching with 
apprehension as she rubbed her toes 
against my crotch Soon her warm juices 
began running down my chin. | stood, 
and she jumped up, wrapping her legs 
around me and seizing my cock, which she 
shoved deep inside her soft, warm cunt. 
| came immediately but remained hard and 
came again and again as her cunt 
squirt around my dick like an oyster 
with palsy. 

We tried many combinations that night. | 
fucked Rachel while Rick fucked Gail, and 
Rick and | together fucked Rachel, and 
Gail and Rachel made love while Rick and | 
watched 

| have never seen these people again but 
am still trying to catch up on the studying | 
lost that night. If they are out there and 
happen to read this letter, 


| would like to 
thank them for giving me a short relief from 
my busywork.—Narme and address with 
held O+>3 
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R TARGETS, CASTRO AND TORRIJOS ~ "PAUL EROMAN: 


ou A secret hemisphere-wide network of Cuban exiles and right-wing 
terrorists is Committing dozens of murders, shootings, and kidnappings in Latin 
America that no one seems able to stop: the irony is that many of those implicated 
were originally trained by the U. S, government. When President Johnson disman- 
tled the band of highly trained CIA guerrillas originally formed to eliminate Castro 
and other left-wing dictators, they became mercenary terrorists —assassinating, 
kidnapping, torturing, and extorting for whichever right-wing power mongers were 
willing to pay the price. As one candid CIA man puts it: “We created the monster; we 
created those secret police forces. Now the monster has broken his shackles andis 
running wild. | don't have any bright ideas how to stop it... .” A staggering exclusive 
report by Ernest Yolkman, 


Voronys 0 When all those bitter and battered Hollywood offspring tell all those 
terrible truths about their parents in best-selling sob stories, most of America 
weeps, But not humorist Tom Eyen, who laughs—all the way to his typewriter, You 
will, too, when you read "Mommy Bitch,” a satire of the self-serving tattletale genre 
that has become America’s newest form of gossip. 


th > Although the United Nations has declared 1979 "the year of the 
child,” more than a million defenseless youngsters are imprisoned in America each 
year—in adult jails—-without the due processes of law that are guaranteed to 
adults, Another half-million children are sentenced to equally horrible reform 
schools, often for such “crimes” as running away from home or truancy. Neglect, 
brutality, sexual abuse, and cruelty are the rule rather than the exception in these 
so-called corrective institutions, reports Nat Hentoff in a shocking article about our 
voiceless children, a real silent minority. 


»- Bightyears ago Erdman, president of a successful Swiss bank, was 
thrown into.a Swiss jail because of the shady activities of some other bank officials. 
During his ten months in prison, Erdman, who is a graduate of Georgetown Universi- 
ty's School of Foreign Service and holds a Ph.D. from the University of Basel, put his 
economic and banking expertise to good use by writing The Billion Dollar Sure 
Thing, his first novel, which became the first of three international best-sellers he 
was to write over an eight-year period. Needless to say, Erdman, who is one of 
America’s most successful novelists, is no longer in the banking business, but his 
knowledge of the international money markets and his inside information about 
world politics make the author of The Silver Bears and The Crash of '79 a leading 
financial expert. In this exclusive interview Erdman explains why we're in the middle 
of runaway inflation, offers controversial views on the energy problem (“Solar is a big 
joke ... the most immediate solution is nuclear power"), and laments America’s 
failure of world leadership in this crucial time. 


- "The Kid" is a tall, blond All-American boy who wears Adidas, 
chain- smokes joints, and goes through girls like a pack of Kleenex. He is also a wild 
young dope dealer whose harrowing adventures are dramatized in this exclusive 
Penthouse excerpt lrom Albert Goldman's upcoming nonfiction novel, Flying High, 
“The Kid" is the astonishing tale of this young dope smuggler's skirmishes with 
death and his numerous narrow brushes with the long (if bribable) arm of the law. It 


reads like a thriller and ends with a twist worthy of Roald Dahl at his best. +a 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 197 z oa 
shocks—a job best-left to a pro): The sfan- 
dard shocks on most American oars cost 
manufacturer less than two dollars 
each and probably. haven't got 10,006; 
good miles in them. When your car starts to 
wallow. and float after hitting a bump, it's: 
time to replace the shocks. First, buy a sét 
of shocks-to fit your car Shocks. should 
always be replaced in pairs (both fronts; 
both rears, or all four), never one at a time 
Jack up the car, put it on safety stands, 
remove the wheels, and use a big wreneh 
plus lots of rust-penetrating oil to remove 
the old shocks. The new ones bolt in the 
same way the old units did 

The quality of the shocks you buy should 
depend on how Iong you intend to Keep the 
car. Shocks (mufflers and batteries, too) 
guaranteed “for as long as you own the car” 
are a good investment if you keep, the 
car—and the sales slip—long enough. 
There's no way these parts will last forever, 
but if the manufacturer wants to keep Te- 
placing them, let him. One shock that will 
last is the Koni adjustable model. Expen- 
sive, because it's made to aircraft toler 
ances, it can be removed and adjusted 
periodically for degree of firmness to com- 
pensate for wear. 


While you're keeping your car in great me- 
chanical shape, the body and frame that 
hold it together will be trying to self- 
destruct owing to rust and corrosion. Your 
best protection is a professional rust- 
proofing job, done when the car is new. This 
takes care of the underside and insides, 
and all you have to worry about are the 
parts you can see. Wash your car once a 
month (more often in winter), and be sure to 
hose off road salts from under the body and 
inside the wheel wells. Apply a good wax 
(such as Turtle Wax) that contains 
silicone—the car-care wonder product— 
whenever water won't “bead” on the paint. 

Silicone protects almost anything— 
metal, plastic, leather, cloth, wood, vinyl, 
rubber, paint, chrome—from moisture, cor- 
rosion, and rot in ger . My favorite is 
Armor-All, which l've also used on leather 
furniture, boots, and a shoulder bag. 
Another wonder product is Chalfont Indus- 
tries’ Safety Clear, a window glass treat- 
ment that is customarily applied by new car 
dealers. It lasts six months, and it makes 
the glass so slippery that moisture, snow, 
ice, and bugs can't stick to it. What's more: 
when used on both sides of the glass, it 
almost eliminates the need for wipers and 
defrosters 


Once you've protected your car against the 
cruel world—inside, outside, and under- 
neath—you'll only have to find a profes- 
sional mechanic for the big jobs, not for the 
nagging, month-by-month: -maintenance 
chores. In many cases, the pro doesn't 
have time for these little jobs, and he'd 
rather you do it yourself, O+-_, 
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IMPORTED CANADIAN WHISKY-A BLEND- 80 PROOF -CALVERT DIST.CO..N.Y.C. 


Right to the end, its Canadian 
spirit stands out from the crowd. 
What makes it such a popular 
choice? Su 
taste. If 


a tame 
— We bottled it? ~ _ ~Siggetoneeie 
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: ~The uhique spirit of Canada: 


“Us Tareyton smokers 
would rather glo Fe, i 
than fight!” 


Your present filter is only doing ! 

half the job, because it doesn't Te 

have Tareyton'’s activated seth y fon 
charcoal filtration. 

There is no substitute for 

Tareyton lights. 


io ao Fs 
Pow See 


reyign \ 
Tareyton ines 


Ss. 
UD 
LOW TAR 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined i 
That Cigarette Smoking |s Dangerous to Your Health. 8mg.tar 9mg.tar 


Tareyton lights: 8 mg. ‘tar’, 0.7 mg, nicotine; Tareyton long lights: 9 mg. ‘tar’. 0 8 mg nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC method 
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